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POBTIOALj SUfPLiCATINGy MOPIST, AHB AFFSCTIKO 



EPISTLE 



TO THOSt 



LITERARY COLOSSUSES 

REVIEWERS. 



Carminff Dt Suferi piaeantur ; Carmine^ Manes^ * 

Vaft are the pow*rs of VeH^wndeed fo ftr<m^» 
Angels aod devils caa be fooch'd by Soag. 



Vol. I. 
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Y« %Bft 



REVIEWERS. 



Fathers of Wlfdom, a ijoor wieht befriend 5 
Oh,^ hear my fimpie prayer in fimple lays: 

Infirmd pauperis behold I bend, 
And of ydnr Worihips aft; a little pndfe. 

1 am no cormorant for feme, d'ye fee ; 

I alk not all the laurel, but a fprig ! 
Then hcsHTme, Guardians of the ^cred Tree, 

And fiick a leaf or two about my wig. 

In fonnet, ode, and legendary tale. 
Soon will the prefs my tuneful foul difplay : 

Then do not damn 'em, and prevent the tale ; 
And'your petitioner fliall ever pray. 

Myworks condcmn'd, the Mule with j^rief will groan*^ 
The ceniure dire my lantern jaws will rue ! 

Know, I have teeth and (lomach like your own, 
And that I wiih to eat as well as you. 

I never iaid, like murderers in their dehs. 
Ye fecret met in cloud-capp'd garret high, 

With hatchets, fcalping knives in fhape of pens, 
. To bid, like Mohocks, hapiefs authors die : 

Nor fai4, fin your Reviews, together ftnmg) 
The limbs of butcher's writers, cheek by jowl^ 

Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung 
Before the injngry fpider's dreary hole. 

B » I ne'er 
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4 * TO THE REVIEWER'S. 

J n€Vr declared, that, frightful as*the Blacks, 

In greaiy flannel caps'ydimet together, 

With fcarce a rag of (liirt about your backs, 

Or coat or bucechcs to keep out the we>tb^. 
• • • •^ 

Heav'n knows I*m innocent of all tranifgrcffion 
Againfl your Honours, men of clamc fime ! 

I ne'er abusM your critical profeffion, 
Whofe didwn faves at once of damns a name. 

1 never qu^ion'd your profound of head, 
'Nor vulgar call'cl your wit, your manners coarfe; 

Nor fwore on butchered authors that ye itj^^ 
Like carrion crows upon a poor dead horfe. 

1 never faid, that, pedlar tike, ye fold 

Praife by the ounce, or pound, like fnufF or cheefir; 
Too well I k,new ye filver fcornM, and gold — 

Such drofs, a (age Reviewer never fees ! 

I never hinted, that with half a crown 

Books have been fent you by the fcribbling tribe; 
Which fee hath purchasM pages of renown : 

No-^fcrr I knew you'd ipurn the p^try bribe. 

I ne'er averr'dj ye critics to a man. 

For pence, would fwear an owl excelled the krk % 
Nor call'd a coward gang, your grave Divan, 

That {febb'd, like bafe aflaffins, in the dark. 

I never prais'd, or blam'd> an author's book,^ 
Until your wife opinions came, abroad ; 

On thefe witK holy rev'rence did I look : 
With you I prais'd, or blam'd, fo help me Gi— d I 

The iam'd Longinus all the world muft knew » 
The gape of wonder Aristauchus drew, 

As well ds Alexander's * Tutor, lo ! 
All ! all great critics, gentlemen, like j^w. 



* Ariifotle. 
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TO THB RKVIEW^IS. 5 

tiid any aj(k me, ** Pray, Sir, your opinion 
** Or thofe Reviewers, who fo bold beftridc 

" The world of learning, and with proud dominion, 
^ High on the backs of crouching authors ride 1" 

Qyick have I anfwer'd, in a rage, ** Odd's-blood ! 
. ** No works like theirs fuch criticifm convey : 
** Not all the timber of Dodona's wood - 
" fi'erpoiir'd more fierling orack than they,** 

Did others cry, " Whate'er their brains indite, * 

** Beftire, is excellent — ^a partial crew ! 
•* With 16 Paeans uiherM to the light, 

" And prais'd to folly in the next Review :*' 

This was my anfwer to ^ch fnarling elf, 
(My eyeballs filPd with fire, my mouth with foam) 

** Zounds ! is not juftice due to one's dear felf ? 
** And fliould not charity begin at home ? 

Full often Pvc been queftion'd with a fncer— 
" Think you one could not bribe 'em ?"-^w Not • 
nation.''^ — . 

** A beef-ftake, with a pot or two of beer, 
*' Might iave a Kttle volume from damnation/' 

Furious I've aiifwer'd, ** Lo ! my Lord Carlisle 
^ Implores, in vain, a feat in Fame's old temple; 

** Though jr^ir applaud, M^/n-wifdoms will not ihule ; 
" And what they difapprore is furely fimplc. 

** Could I 

^ *Tis mlerit only can comOMUv/ their praife, 
** Witnefs the voliunes of Mifs Hannah' Morje.* 



igold fucceed, enough the Peer might raife 
> buy the fhirdefs critics o'er and o'er : 



* A Lady talked of for her rhimes, and emphaticaHy c^fed^ by 41 
^fntain dafs of readers, the tenth Mufc. 

B3 « The, 
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ft TO TftU REVrEWBAS. 

** The Search for Happinefsy that beauteous iottg, 
- ** Which all of us would give our ears to own ; 
** 'The Captive^ l^ercy^ both, like muftard ftronrg, 
" That woeful, forcifrom Pity's foul the.groan.*** 

^ail, Briftol t6wn I Bceoda now nb more. 

Since Gak rick's Sappho (in^s, though rather (lowly : 
All hail, Mifs Hannah I worth at leaft a fcore, 

Ay, twenty fcore, of Chatt&rton and Rowley. 

Men of prodigious parts are moftly (hy : 

Great NfewTow's felf this- failing did inherit; 
Thus, frequent, you avoid the public eye, 
^ And hidein lurking holes a world of m^rit. 

Yet oft your cautious modefties I fee. 

When from your bow'r with bats ye wing the dSark: 
And Sunday s» when no catcbpoles prowl for prey, 

Diaing'With good Duke Humphry in the Park. 

' Meek Sirs! in frays yechoofe not to appear, 
A circtimfiaace nnoft aatural to fuppofii, 
And therefore hide ydur precious beasts^ for fear 
Some angry bard, abus'd, fliould puU your nofe. 

The world's loud plaudit, Iq } ye dout defirC| 

Nor do ye haitiiy on books decide j 
But firft at ev'ry coffee-houfe inquire, 

How, in its favour runs the public tide. 

There, Wisdom, often with a critic wig, 
, The fiace demure, knit brows, and forehead fcowlin^ 
I've feen o'er pamphlets, with importance big\ 
Muling for faults, or, iftyou'll nave it, ovjling. 

Herculean Gentlemen ! I dread ^ur drubs ; 

P!ty the lifted whites of both my eyes ! 
Strung with new ftrength beneath your xxaSIfy clubs, 

Alas } I ihallnot an ANTiEus rife. 

* A paui of trag^cs. 

Lev 
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TO THll KfeVlkWESS. J 

Lo, like an elephant along the ground. 
Great Caliban, the giant Johnson ilretch'd f 

The Britiih Roscius too your clubs confound, 
Whofe.fame the iartheft of the ftars hath reached. 

If fuch fo eafy fink beneath your might, , 

Ye Gods ! I may be done for kx a trice : 
Hurl'd by your rage to everlafting night — 

Crack'd with tl^t es^e a. beggar cracky his lice. 

If, awfiil Sirs, ye grant me my petition, 
With brother pamphlets fhall my pamphlet fliine ; 

And fiiottld it chance to pafs a fir A edition. 
In capitals ihall flare your praife divine* 

Qpote from my work as much as e'er you pleafe ; 

For extracts, lo ! I'll put no angry face on ; 
Nor fill a huftgry lawyer's fift with fees. 

To fqueeze John MuRkxT likethefurioudMASON.^ 

Strange Sirs ! if favour in your fight I find. 
If feme ye grartt, I'Ublefs each geii'rous giver ; 

Wifh you fovfnd eoats, clean linen, mafters kind,f 
Gallons of broth, and pounds of bullock's liver. 

* The conteft between Mr. Mafon and the BookfcUer auldeU u«t A 
atom to the reputation of the Foet«. 
f The BookXeMers. 
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TO TH« 



REVIEWERS. 



WRITTEN FOR A FRIIMD. 

^T^IS hard, Meffieurs Reviewers, 'pon my foul, 
-*- Ye thus Ihould lord it o*er the world of wit : 
JNo higher court your fentence to controul. 
Ye hang, or ye reprieve, as ye think fit ! 

Whether, in calf, your labours of the year 
Rank with immortal bards, or boxes line | 

Or, torn for fecret fervices, oh dear !. 
Are offer'd up at Cloacina's fhrine : 

Whether ye look all rofy round the gills, 
Or hatchet-fac'd like ftarving cats fo lean; 

Whether your criticifm each pocket fills 

With half-pencej keeping you clofe (hav'd and clean.; 

Whether in gorgeous raiment ye appear, 
Or tatters ready from your backs to fell ; 

Whether with pompous wigs to guard each ear, 
Or whether you've no wigs or ears at all ; 

Whether ye look like gentlemen or thieves, 

I hate ufurpers of the critic throne ; 
Therefore his compliments the poet gives, 

And humbly hopes you'll let his lines alone* 

Stay till he afks your thoughts, yc forward fages ; 
' Officioufnefs the modeft bard abjures : 
**ris furely pert to meddle with its pages, 
yVho never deign'd to look in one of jcuri. 

I LYRIC 
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LYRIC ODES 

TO TBI 

ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 

70R M,DCC|LXXXXI« 



- Arum virrffni 409$, 



Mnt ftnd tbe Uen of Ctnvafi fire my Lnjh 
Who (bow their Works for Profit and for Pntlfe;! 
Whofe Fbckets l^now moft comfortable Riling^— 
Gainuig Two ThouCmd Pouodf a-year hj ShUlingit 
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LYRIC ODES^ 



O D E I. 



g^veth an account of his great Relation — boafteth— praifecii Sit 

William Chambers and Somerfet-Houfe — applaildeth Sir JoAiii^^ 
Reynolds^ and (heweth deep daffie Leaming. 

T^Y Coufia Pindar, in his Odes, 

-^^^ A{^lauded Horfejockcys and Godsi 
Wreftlers and Boxers iii has vcrte divine! 

Then fhall not I, who boaft his fire, 

And old hereditary lyre, 
To Britiih Painters give a golden line ? 

Say, (hall von Dome ftupendous liTe^ 

Striking with Attic front the Ikies— y 

The Durfing dame of many a Painting Ape 4* 

And I- immortal rhyme refiife. 

To tcU the nations round the news, 
And make pofterity with wonder gape ? 

Spirit of Coufin Pindar, ho ! 

By all thy Qdes, the world (hall know, 
ThatCH AMBERS plann'dit— Behisname revcr'd 1-^ 

Sir Wi L L I A m's Journeymen and tools, 

(No pupils of the Chinefe Schools) 
With ftone, and wood, and lime, the fabric rear'd ! , 

* Painting Ape. — This exprrf&on is by no means meant to convey 
llie idea of infult.-^There is great propriety]^ if not poetry in it.— 
The reader will pleafe to recoUe^t, that painting ii an imitative art«— 
Monkies are prodigious imitators — witnefs my own odes.'»Befides, 
Pope complimous the ixxuxkortai Ncwtm by a fimilar aliufion* 

T^iiw 
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Thus having put the knight in rhyme. 

Stone, meny and timber, tools an<i lime ; 
Let XLS furvey what thl» rare Pometxxitarn^— 

Where r^l Ardfts for a fltime, ^ - - 

Bit by that glorious mad-dog Fame, 
Have fix'd the labours of their brulh and brains*] 

Mufe ! Sir Joshua's m^fter*hand 
Shall firft our lyric laud- cemw^and— 

Lo ! Tarletok dragging on his boot fo tight ! 

His Horfes feel a g(^ke rage, 
. And yearn with '^Ides to engage — 
I think I hear them fnoctisig &r me fight ! 

Behold with fire each eyq-ball glorying!, 

1 wife indeed their manes (b flSwirtg 

Were more like hair t-^-the bmtes had heen as good, 

If, fljuning "with fuch claffic ferce> 
. They had refotnbled lefs thai: horfe 
Call'd Trojan— and .by Greeks composed of wood. 

Now to yon trotting angel let us go— 

A very nne performance too, I trow, . 
Who rides, a cloud— indeed a heavy hack— , 

Which to my mind doth c^rt^smug 

That eafy bum-delightiijg thin?, . 
Rid by the * Chancellor— yiclep'd a f?ck. 

Yet, Reynolds, let me fairly f^y, 

With pride I pour die lyric lay 
To moft things by thy able hand exprdl— 

Compar *d, to other painting-men, '*■ 

Thou art an angel to a wren I — V 

Now, Miftrefs Mufe, jpray wait on MrfferWist. ' 

^ The Lord Chancellor ia the Hottfe of Lords, fits confiantly on 
awoolftcki 
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Pettt &Ueth foul on Mr. MTeft fo^ re}a«AMtifkg 6f!ir Ifl^led Hedeemer 
lUce an Qi^^SG M f k M i>*^Wid Ibc raHtttirermtiiig the A:{<6lHa^ 
Cuttech 11^ Mr. Weft's angds-^Altacketh uiodier pi^hire of Mr. 
Weft's— W^iMk<MrBi<^ faMi«f Aiki«fc0^tUs»a Attguftus, 
children of ^oUr olpA. i^isaim. Sovrnfa. 

Wby> painted God Aiismiity^s feti 
Like an oki-cMthes-malii «beotLcfiidoR Itfeet ! 

Put in his hand a nifty bag, 

To hpid each dainty, rufty n^i 
We then fliall fee the charafter wtaptefce. 

Th' Apoftl^tdo, Pmntoch afraid, 

Wcirettot the idiffm th6u haft t«iade><-« 
For Heay Vs fake^ • tnb thbfe rafoils out StgAin— • 

Thttt^s 4ibt A mortal ^ni6 believes 

They look'd like old * Salvator^s Thieves, , 
Aldiough they might ndt lObk like ^^/&«>r«. 

SainrFauI rtibik tanflMlJrdeclafes, 

He could iiot give hinifeff high airs 
Upon his perfon — ^which w;as rather homely—* 

But itafty, ksftrrall tht reft, 

Save Tudas, 'Who was a 'rank beall, 
They all were decent labourers, -and comely. 

Thy Spirits too can't boaft the graces — 

Two Indian angels by their faces — 
But fpeak — ^where are their wings to mount the wind ? 

One Would fuppofe M'Bride f had met 'em— 

If thou haft fpare ones, quickly get 'em, 
Or elfc the lads will both be left behind. 

* Salvador Rofe, happy in his chara^ers of banditti. 
•f" Cape M<Bride, famous for winging men ©f war, as well as part* 
tidMs. ^See hii letter to the Admiralty. 
^olL , C Ghnft 
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14 ' LY&IC ODES| FO)t lif|DCC,LXXXn. 

'Ghoft of * Oaavius ! tell the bard, 

And thou, Auguftus, us'd fo hard^ 
Why West hath murder'd ypu,. «ny tender lambs ? 

Ye bring to mind vile Richard's deed. 

Who bade your royal coufkis bleed, 
For which the world the tyrant's mem'ry damnau 

To give the dev'lhis due, thou dofl inherit 
■ Some pigmy portion of the painting fpirit ; ^ 
But what is this, compared to loftier things ? 

Thine is thp fortune ^-making rivals gr.o^xi) • / 
Of wink and -nod familiar from the throne,^ 
/Vnd fweeteft wkifpers from the befl of kings. 

Nods, and winks-roy^l, fince the world began. 
Are immortalities for little mfu^ 

A whifper, like the brqcze diatlifts the duil, • t' 
A^id mounts. o'er chimney,- tops thc^iddy ilraur» 

Can raife a rafcal to a place of truil, 
Whofe back has bled beneath the whips of .law. 

Roll on a b6ggar but the royal eye. 

How the rogue puffs amid th* enlarging lightl 

Stretch'd by its blaze, the fello^^s ten feet highr— 
Jufl as the magic-lantern Xwells the mite : 

Such is the pow^r of kings tp make one flare- 
Thus are kings, conjurors, I do declarie. 

^ A pi^are chriAeaed the ^fatAeofis of the yoozng fjpntlcmeib 
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ODE III. 

Peter admlnlfierelh fage advice to very roung Painters. 

•T>EOPLE muft mount by flow degrees to glory— 
^ 'Tis ftairs muft lead us to the attic ftory — 
Thus thought my gfeat old Name- fake, Peter Czarj 

Who bound .hiimelf, iu Holland, to a ti^de j 

A very pretty carpenter he made ;' 
And then went ^home^ and built, a man of war. 

Thf hd who would a 'pothecary fhine. 

Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap^ fine i 
Keep the inop. clean, and watch it like a porter ; 

Learn to ooil glv^lers — ^nay, to give them loo, 

If blinking nurfea can't the bus'nefs do ; 
Write well tne labels, and wipe well the mortar. 

Before that boys can rife to mafter-tanners. 

Humble thofe boys muft be, and mind their manners ; 

Defpifing Pride, whofe wilh it is to wreck 'em^ 
And mornings, with a bucket and a fticky 
Should never once difdain to bend and pick, 

From ftrect to ftreet, rich lunrtps of Jlium Gracum. 

Thus ihouW young limning lads themfelves demean ; 

Learn how to keep their mafters* brufhes clean. 
And learn to fqueeze the colours from their bladders— 

Furbiih up rags ; the ihining pallet fet ; 

Keep the knives bright, and eke the cafel neat — 
Such arts, to Fams's high temple are the ladders. 

Young men, foufcfiilarc the arts T mention j 
(Relieve me not an atom is invention), 

♦ To Ruflia. 

C% The 
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l6 LTRIC ODES, VO% M,PCC,LXXXII. 

TheinflantthatI pen this ode, J know 

A jew-like, ihock-poll'd, fcrubby, (hoit, black man, 
More like a cobler than a gentleman- 
Working on canvafs, like a dog in dough. 

By heav'ns ! with fcarce more knowledge than thefe. 

He earns a guinea evYy day with cafe ; 
Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, 'fquires— 
, Now on a monkey veiit'reth, now a faint ; 
Talks of h'tmjelf^ and much himfelf admires, 

And ftruts the verieft Bantam Cock of Paints 

But mind roe, youths, I don't conceit advife, 
Eecaufe 'tis) fulfome to men's ears and eyes ; 
Whofe tongues might cover you with ridicule j 
And pray, who loves the apptllation, F^U f 

Tet, if, in fpite of all the Mufc c«n fey, 
You will infift on going the wrong wa v, 
AntJ "wijli to be of men the laughihg-wock— 
Copy our little old black bantam cock \ 

Whofe foul, moreover, of fuch fort is; 

With fo much acrimony overflows, 

As makes him, wherefoe'er he goes, 
A walking thumb-bottle of Afia-fmU^ 



ODE IV. 



The Lyric Bar<hcoinracn<kth Mr. GainfborougH'sPig — ^Rccomm^ndeth 
Landfcape to the Anift. 

AND now, O Mufe, with foug fo big, 
-^ Turn round Qc>Gainsborouqh'$ Girl and Prg, 
Or Pig and Girl J» rather (hould have faid ; ) 

The pig in white, I muft allow, 
Is really a well-painted fow : ' 
I wifh to fay the fame thing of the maid. 

• As 
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LT&IC ODB»f Pt>R M,DC€»LXXXM. 1? 

As for poor St. Leger and Prince ; • 

Had I their places f fhould wince, 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high : 

Juft like your felons after death. 

On Bagfhot, or on Hounflow Heatii, 
That force from travellers the pitying figh. 

Yet G AiNSBOR^uoif l«s merit too, 

Would he his charmingytfr/ purfue ;• 
To mind his landfcape have the modeil grace t 

Yet there fometimes at'e- Nature's tints defpis'd ! 

I wifli them mor& attended to, and priz'd, 
Inftead of trump'ry that ufui^s their place. 



O D E v. 

* ^' 

?ctcr qunrrelletli with Fat — Provcth its fatal inconvciicnclcs — Ac» 
countcth for the leannefs and rags of the Mufcs—Difplaycth military 
fcieoce — Tclleth a wonderful, Stoiy of a Spanifh Mar4uis — Talkeih 
fenfibly of a greyhound, a hawk, and a'racc-horfc — Pointcth out the 
proper fubje^s for greafe. 

pAINTERS and jxjets never (hould be fat— 

^ Sons of Apollo ! liften well to that : 
Fat is foul weather, dims the fancy's fight : 

In poverty, the wits more nimbly mufler : • 

Thus f!ars, when pinched by froft, caft "keener luflre 
On the black blanket of Qli> Mother N.ight. 

Your heavy laf, I will mantain, 
Is perfe^ birdlime of the brain ; 
And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings. 
Fat' holds idieas by the legs and wings. 

Fat flattens tlie rhoft brilliant thoughts, * . [ 

Like the buff- flop on harpfichords or fpinots— 
Muffling their ] retty tuneful throats, 
"That would have chirp'd away like linnets. 

C 3 Not 
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)6 zrrKtc oois^ for if,9cc^xxxii. 

Not only fet is hurtfui to the Arts^ 
But Love, at fat — ev»n Loye Almighty flarts;-^ 
Lov E hates large,* lubberly, fat, cUnniy fellows, 
Panting and blowing likea blackfmith^s bdilows* 

In parliament, .amidft the vftrioas chat. 
What eloquence of North's is loft by fet ! 
Mute- in his head piece on his bofoni hong. 
How many a fpeech hath flept upon his tongue t 

So far Apollo's right, I needs muft own, 
To keep his fonsand daughters high in bone : 
The Nine too, as from hiftory we glean. 
Are, like Don Qijixote's Rosin ante, lean; 

Who likewifc fancy all incumbrance bad, 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; 
Looking like damfels jufl efcap'd from jails. 
With backs alfrefcoy and with tatter'd tails. 

How witli large rolls of fat would aft 

A foldier, or a failor ? 
And 'tis a well-attefted fa6t, 

Apollo was as nimble as a taylor. 
How QDuld he die have caught that handfome^lrt, 
Mies Daphne, racing through the pools and dirt? 

The Marquis of Cer.on a, of great parts, 
. Gould fcarcefupport bimfelf, he was fo big-r- 
He flarv*d--drank vinegar by pints and quarts, 
And got down to a chriilian — from a pig. 
Some author fay's, his fkin (but fome will doubt him) 
Would fold a half-a-dozen times about him. 

Reader !-^of lie I urge not an iota : 

His fkin would really round his body come, 
Though tight before as parchment on a drum— 

Juit hk« a iPortuguefe Capota.— 



Yes 
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Yes— yes— indeed I folemnly repeat, 

Painters and bards fhould very little eat : 

No matter, verily, how flight their fare— ^ ; 

Nay, though camelion-like they fed on air— 

Elfe they're like ladies much inclined to feeding— 
Who, often when they fetten, leaye off breeding j 
Or, like the h^n, £*ceU9VS i^fop's ftoiy, 
So known — ^I fliall 9Pt lay the tak before ye. 

Ye would not load with fet, a running horfe, 
Or greyhound ye defign'd to courfe j 
Nor would ye fatten up the hawk 
Ye mean to nimble birqs to talk. 

Then pray, young bruOimen, if ye wifli to thrive, 
And keep your genius, and the art alive, 

Gobble not quantities of flefli and fifh up : 
Beings who can no harm from fat receive, 
May feaft fecurely — then for hcav'n's fake leave 

Greafe to an alderman, a hog, and biftiop. — 



HJN i' \ I ■- 



ODE VL 



Fct«r flattereth Mr. Mafon Cbamberlin ; and that moft MiHant Jand- 
fcape^pajAtcr, Mr. Lputhcrbowrg.r— P^ter admirctb, praifcth, and. 
confolcth the Engli(h Claude, Wilfon. 

THY portraits, CHAMBERtwf, xnay be 
A likenefs, ^r as I ciaa^ ; 
But, faith! I cannot praife a fingle feature : 
Yet, when it fo (hall pieafe the Lord, 
To make his people out of board, ^ 
Thy pidu^ces will be tolerable nature. 

Aod LouTHBABouRG, wheu Heav'n fo wiUs, 
To cnak^ brafs ikies, and golden hills. 
With marble bullocks in gkfs paihires grazing : 

Thy 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



so LYRIC ODES, FOt M,OCC,LXXXZr. 

Thy reputation too will rife, 
And people, gaping with furprife, 
Cry, " Monfieur LouTHERBouRff is moft amazing !** 

But thou muft wait for that event- 
Perhaps the change is never meant — 

Till then, with me, thy pencil will not (hine— 
Till then, old red-nos'd * Wilson's art 
Will hold its empire o'er my hcar^' 

By Britain left in poverty to pine. 

But, Honeft Wilson, nevermind; * 

Immortal praifes thou ftialt find. 
And for a dinner have no caufe to fear. — 

Thou ftart'ft at my prophetic rhimes ! 

Don't be impatient for thofe times ; 
Wait till thou haft been dead a hundred year. 



ODE VII. 



Peter breaketh out into learning, and talkelh Latin—- Advifeth young 
artifts to do no more than they can do — Recommendeth to each the 

■ knowledge of his. genius — Peter talketh of .ffifop's fables and Mifter 
Stubbs, — Peter vcntureth on the ftage — Recordeth a ftory of an 
a<flor, and concludcth facetioufly. 

** ^ ^ ^ fi^ Macenasy ut nemo quam fibi fm-tem^^"^ 

X. Was partly written for thofe fools , 

Who flight the very art that would fupport 'em, 

In fpite of Gratitude's and Wifdom's rules. 

* This great Artift was dcfired by Sir W.Chambers, hi« friend, to 
paint a pi^urc for a great King: the Artift painted the pi£lure for the 
great King; it was one of the fineft he ever executed; the picture was 
Ihcwn to the great King, which, was laughed at, and with contempt 
letumed. The pi<aure is now in the author's poflcflion.-i-Why havd 
we not a life of Wclfon, whofe eye was as perfeft in the perception of 
aerial nature, as that of Claude, and whofe ideas were of a much fuperior 
order of grandeur ? 

It 
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LYRIC ar>E$f POX M,1>CC,LXJCXlt. %.l 

It brings to mind old iEfop's tale, Co fweet, 

Of a poor country-biimkin of a fta^ 
Who us'd to curfe his clumfy legs andTeet, 

But of his horns did wondernjUy brag : 

Unlike our London poor John-Bulls, 

Who, from the wardrobe of their fculls, 

Could, with the greateft pleafure, piece-meal tear 

Such pretty-looking ornamental geer. 

But, to theftory oftheBuck, 

Like* many Englift ones, much out of luck. 

The morn was freih, the fcent was good, 

And Buck by thundering hounds purfu'd : 
His legs fo friendly bore liim like the wind; 

In fhort» he mock'd tb^ thiind^ring ibundsr— 

In fhort, hf laugb'd at fill the houtidi-— 
And left them, with a * f— ^ behind. 

And now a thicket's to be fought : 
In nifh'd the (Vag, m quick a^ thought-^ 
No fooner got among the thorns, 
But Buck's entangled by the horns :— 

Up come the dogs, at length, with dreadful note; 

In vain he ftfifggles^-hotind on hound 

Pulls the poor prisoner to the ground- 
Then enters Huritfman John, ^nd cuts hi$ throat 

Unfortunately for the graphic art. 
Painters too often their true genius thwart ^ 
Mad fo accomplifti what can ne'er be done^ 
They forai for criticifo ^ world of fijn. 

The man of hift'ry longs }o d«^ in iittle^ 
Quits lading oil for periihabl^ fpittle : 

* This is really too much in Rabelais' and Dr. Swlfc'^ vulgar min- 
ner — an arraAt /a/fus liugute. The nice-nvfed reader is therefore d^Jrcd 
to turn his nofe up or- awry at tl)is n^y ^u(ive later. 

The 
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a» ^ LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXX1I. 

The man of miniature to hiftty Springs, 

Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like brufh. 
Makes for fublimity a daring pufh, 

And fhows, like Icarus, his feeble wings. 

*Tis faid that nought fo much the temper rubs 
Of that ingenious arti ft, Mifter Stubbs, 
As callirtghim a horfe-painter-*— how ftrange, 
That Stubbs the title (heuld defire to changed 

Yet doth hr curfes on th* occafion utter, 
And, foolifh, quarrel with his bread and butter t ' 
Yet, after landfcape, gentlemen and ladies, 
.This very Mifter Stubb's 'prodij;lous mad is; 

So miita bis horfc— on which the man might rida 
To Fame's fair temple, happy and onhart ; 
And takes a hobby-borfe to gall his pride^ * 
That flings him,, like a lubber, in the dirt. 

The felf-fame foHy reigns, too, on the ftage— 
Such for impoflibilities the rage! 
The Man ot Farce, to Tragedy afpires. 
And, calf-like bellowing, feels heroic fires— 

Weston for Hamlet and Ot^elh figh'd', 
And thought it dev'lifti hard to be dcny'd.— 
The cowtly Abington's untoward Star 
Wanted her reputation much to mar, 
And fink the La^fy to the Wafliing- tub- 
So whifper'd — "Miftrefs Aimngton, play Scmh,^^ 
To folly full a« great, fome imp may lug her. 
And bid her fllnkia FiM, ana JM Dntg^tr. 

An A6Vor, living at thi$ time, 

That now I pen my verfc fublime^ 
Could not, to fave his foul, find out hisyi?r/~ 

But lo! it happened on a lijcky night, 
• 'He on the fubjeft got a deal of light ; * , 

And thus doth Fame the circumftancc report. 

After 
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LYtilC ODB8, FOR !if,DCC,LXXXII. 2^ 

After exhibiting to Pit and Boxes, 

To take a dram, the Aftor ftroU'd to * Fox's— 
Where foon his ftiepd came in, fuqh fine things faying, 

Offering a thoufand pretty falutations, 

With full confirming oath-ejaculations . 
Unto this Son of TheQ)is, on his.playing- 

" Damn me," quoth he, " but thou haft wond*rous 

merit — 
" Thou play'dft to-night, my friend, with matcblefe 

fpirit : 
** Zounds ! my dear fellow, let me go to H-II, 
" If ever part was a£Ved half fo well ! " 

The Aaor-blufti'd, and bow'd, and filly looked, ' 
To hear fuch compliments fo njoely cook'd. 
Getting the better of his mauvai/e honte^ 
And ftaringatthe. other's fteady front, 

'Qjioth he, " Wh^ part, pray, mean ye? for, In troth, 
" I know of none that you fliould fo commend."— 
•** What part ! replied the other with an oath; 
" The hind^part of a Jack- ass,* my dear friend 1" 

The Plavcr, charmM inftead of being hurt, 
Thank'd him for the difcov'ry 6f his/or/ — 
Purfu'd his genius — fought no higher game, 
And by^his J ack-ass lyon unenvud fame* 

♦ A Tivom near the Play-houfe. 

f A part in one of the Pantomimes, which contaias a Iji^e portion . 
4f kicking, braying, obftiilacy, and tail- wriggling. 
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peter reprehen jeth ^r. and Mrs. CoTway, and feemet!i> at Uft, aAiamed 
of his attack— He trimiHeth Dr; Jthhfon's Jadtfcl-^^sMd COih ilittlcteth 
the beauty of Praife in a ftyle unknown before* 

» 

"C^IE, CoswAY ! I'm afliam'd to fay' 

^ Thou owti'ttthetiyeof R. A. 
Wear, to damn thee 'twas the Devil's fcndihg.-^ 

Some iioriift calling quickly find, 
. And bid thy Wife tor kitchen ffiittd. 
Or fhirts and ihifts be making, or be meading. 

If Madam cannot make a fliirt, 

Or mend, or fi^om it A^afh the dirt, 
Better than paint, die Poet for thee fetls-^^ 

Or take a ftitch,up in thy flocking, 

(Which for a wife is very fhockiiig) 
I pity the condition of thy heels. 

What vanity was in ybur flciills, 

To make you a6b fo like two fools, v 
T' expofe your daubs, tho* miade with wbnd'rous pains 
out ? 

Could Raphael's angry ghoftarife. 

And on the figures caft his eyes, 
He'd catch a piftol up, and blow your brains out. 

Muse, in this criticifm, I fear 

Thou really haft been too fevtre : 
Co SWAY p^nts Miniature with decent fpirit. 
And Mrs. Cosway boafts fome merit. 

Be more like courtly Horace's thy page ; 
And fhun of furious Juvenal the rage. 
Of whom old Scaligeraflerts— "y«/y»g-»A?/"^r«i' 
/<:/^— not murder would he boggle at. 

.3 H« 
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He was a fuiious fellovr , to be fure, 

Like Johnson, whom the world could fcarce eodtire; 
Wiio, farely, bore his tOmmy-hawk about^ 

And glorying in a Delpot's fude dtmdnion, 

Scalp'd, without mercy, ev^ry man's opinion 
Which Irom his mouth (hould dare to venture out. 

Where Johnson fat (which Candour forebewaih !) 

Men put forth words fo cautious I— ^uft like fnails^ 
So fearful, putting ibrth their tender horns, 

Shrinki^^ -afld -drawing in, and fo afraid 

Of ev'ry foe that mdcfy may invade-— 
Prickles, and nettles, and iharp-w6andli\g thonl|. 

Lot our opinion is a child fo de^Tf 
We love its pratde, though ^^ptple noite; 

And, coniequently, can't with patience bear 
The ruffian that wovHi oiC its little throat. 

Sweet is the voicepf?tAtsit!— Oh, foft as filk"! 

I wiih the world's rude veins could r«n with milkl 
P« A rsE is rich funftiine- weather-— all enjoy it— 

To catch it, ev'ry one is fo alive*— 

Bieftasthebees, that bumming from thdr hiv^ 
So advantageoufly ertip^oy'it# 

But CENSV4UE isa ctoud fo cold, that fcowls 
And fpits— now foufes us t^tr head and ean, 
Spoils our be(l<^othes ; and. juft like f>6or foak'd fowlfi^ 
Drooping, fo fbolilh ev^ry nan appears. 

pR Aisff is a pretty woman'^s foft white hatid, . 

That fmoothing, tickles to oUr flcin ; 
CsysuR*, a currycomb we can't withftand, 

Brii^ l^^Kv], and puts us quite upon the 'grin? 

MugE, liften to this fcfture — go thy ways— - 
Aifd quitting Csnsuax, facrince to Pit aise. 



Vox. I. . D ^vz 
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ODE IX. 



^ter exhlUtetli great Biblical knowUdg^«^mniQrtali(cth his Grace of 
Queenlberry~Condemneth Imitators^ and «naketh comparifonsy ,of 
Paiotcrs and: Poiiittni a JUaii and^a fvxd of fiofi^^as* 

SIR Jos«i7 A, (for IVe wad my Bible ^rer) 
Of whofe greatbruflt r own myfelifa lover. 
Puts mc in rtiind of Matthew, the -firft chapter—* 
A genealogy I read with raptuns— 
Abram got Ifaac — Ifaaq, jACQb.gPt— . 
Jofeph to get, wa? Ja<y)b's luckly lot, 
And all ^oe*g brothers, 
Who.v^ry nat'xstily got others^ ' 

A genealogy f9 ipUo^'blgod, 

Ai^ckeyo iull,o£piety-r-fogoQd — 
Plcafing to mc, a^ nijto QjjEp w sb*r ay's Qrgct;* 

The genealogy of horfes^ 

So iam«u$ ontbe:fanipufi^courfe$, 
That bring to mind .the fiun'd Olympic race. 

£tr JosH'uiLfs happy, pencil hatli pi:o^uc*d 
A hoft of Copyalls, much of the femcfeaturc; 

By which the arj hath greatly been abus'd ; 
I own Sir Jo&hu a £re4u\ but Nature gr^at^. 

But what, alasl is t^^mesworie, 
The progrefs of the art to. curfe; 
The Co^ifts have bom €opUd too ; 
And that, I'-m /ure, >vill never dd, 

5uch Painters are Uk^ pofat^rs fecking game- 
Intent on pleafu re, ana dog-fame. 

Suppofe a half-a-dozen dogs, or more, * 

puffing, and £[amp'rin|;, croiling the jSeld o'er^ 
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Lo r one dog fcents the partridge#i«pdints-— ^ 

Flx'd like a flatute on the fngnnt gale ! 
Hqw aft the others ? Stop thchr fcamp'ring jointe v. 

And| lo ! one's tufi pokes foitb on t'othoi^s u^iL 

Perimps this dog-compaiffon <rf mtne^ i 

Though vaftly natural and vallly fine, 

May not be futty Cmderftood 

Bj^ all the youngling painter brood ; 

Therefore, that into error they mayn't roamy 

Suppofe we keep a little more at kome^ 

Suppofe a Damfel of the Cyprian clafsV- 

Afttfli-imported, adive, bloortiing lafs, 
Gay, tripping, fmiling, ogKng, in ti^ Park--^ - 

Suppofe thofe channs,^ fo pkafing to the eyef . 

Catch the wild glance; aiKi ftart the amVous figh, - 
Of fome young roving JMilitary Spark ! 

Id ! as if touch'd by bailiffs, or by thunder, ^ 

Sudden he ftops— ali-6ver ftaring wOnder— 
A thoufand fancies his warm bram furround ;, . * 
And naiPd, as if by magic to the ground,, . . . 

He ^/«/x towards thofe fefcinating charms* 
That^rous'd the hoft of paffions up in arms. 

Abrotherenfign fpies the {lock- flilllad; 

And fudden halts — ^grave pondering what it means-^ 
Another Enfign taking tMs for mad, 

Upon his fupple-jack, deep- mar veiling^ leans-fc . 

Another Enfign after him, too, fauntering, 
Stops fliort, 'and to his eye applies his glafs— • . 

To know what ftay'd his brother Enfign's canteriiM| 
Notdreaming of that eye-catcher, the Lass. 

Thus nofing one the other's back. 

Stands m a goodly row the King's red pack : 

^cept the/iy?, whom Nature's charms inflame—- 

iwi nofe is properly towards the gamf. 

D Ji E:e% 
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E'en fo, the Fresid&nt,. to NAtURS true. 
Doth mark her fonn, and all her haunts purfue ; 
Whilft half the filly Brufhmen of the land, 
Conteot^ed take the NvkFH zX/ficond^kand^, 
Imps, who juft boaft the merit of Tran/lai<frs — 
Horace's firvum pccHt'^^Imitators* 



QD E X. 



^etfr ;f vi Uty on MeiTieuFS Sq-ks ao^ ZoffaTU>. and praifeUi and cea 
dcmoeth Mr. Barret. 

OERRESand^ZoFFANi! I ween, 

^ I better wdrks than your*s have feen. — 

You'll h^j no compliment can well be colder-*- 
Why, as'^you fcarce are i» your prime. 
And wait the ftrength'ning, hand x>f Time, 

I hope that youUl improve as you grow oldef.* 

Beficvcmej Far ret, thou haft truth and taftetj^ 
Yet fometinies art thou apt to be umkafie ;- 
Too oft thy pencil, or tjiy genius, fl^gs— 
Too oft tliy landfeapes, fonfires feem to be ;^ 
And in thy buftling clouds, methinks I fee 
The rcfurre^tion of oto rags. 

Ahf Catton, our poor feelings /pare? 

Supprofs thy teaifti another year j 
Nor of thy folly make us fay a hard thing — 

And lo ! thofe daubs araungfli the many^ 

Painted by Mifter Edward^ Penny ! 
They truly arc not worth one half a farthing.. 

* The ^xSt \% about 70 years of ago,, aod the bft 63 or 64^ 
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otJE xr. 

I^ecer cannonadeth FaibioQ—Aclvifeth people to uk their owo tyt% iad 
nofes ; and ordereth what is to be done with a bad noie. 

/^NE year ijie Pow'rs of Falhion ruk 

^^ In favour of the Roman School- 
Then hey, for drawing 1 Raphael and Pouffin : 

The following year, the Fletniih bniih fhall ftrike— ^ 

Then hey, for colouring! Rubens and Vandyk*;.- 
And, lo ! the Roman is not worth a pin. 

Be not impos'd upon by Fa«hion's roar— 
Fashio£( too often makes an idle noife; 

Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
The pooreff trafh^ the mifetableft toys. 

And as a gang of thieves a buAle make, 

With greater eafe your purfe to take, 

So Fashion frequentlyy her point to gaiii,: 

' Sets up a howl enough to ftun a ftone, 
And fairly picks the pocket of your brain, * . 
That is. If' any brain you^ chance to own. 

Carry your eyes with yoU'^herfe-e'^r yon go-f^ •. ! 

For not to truft to tlieni, is to abufe 'em : 
As Nature gave them t*ye, you ought to know 

The wife old Lady meant that you fhould u/e *em ; • 
And yet, what thoufands, toourvaft furprife, 
Of pi6hircs judge by other peqple^s^ eyes ! 

When Nature made a prefent of a ifofe " 
To each man's face, we juftly may fuppofe 
She meant, that for itfelf the nofe iliould think, : 
And judgein matters of pfcrfyme and flink ; 
Not meant *it for a mule alone, poor hack ! 
To bear horn fpe^acles upon its back^-- 
•* Suppofe it cannot fnjell, what then!" yoa^'llfay— < • 
** Fling it away .'* 

D 3 oi)E: 
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ODE XII. 

The Lyric BanJwaxeth wijtyon Mr. PWers's Angel and ChiW, and* 
»iSo Madam Angdka Kauffm^n, talking unbluihingly of a wedding* 
fifehtl 



D^ 



|EAK Peters! who, Kke Luke the Saint^ 
A man of goCpel art, and paiftt, 
Thy pencii fliames not vvith pontic &ry :• 
If Heav'n's fair angels are iike thine,. 
OvM bucks, 1 think, O grave Divine, 
May meet in t'other world the nymphs^of Dlruryv 

The infant feul I do not much admire : ' 

It boafleth (bmewhat more of flefh than fire— 

The pi dure, Pete^Hs, cannot niuch adorn ye — 
I*m glad though, that the red-fec*d Kttle finner^ 
Poor foul I hath made a hearty dinner 

Before it ventured on fo lon^ a journey; 

Angelica oiy plaudit gains — ; 

Her art fo fweetly canraft ftains I 
Her dames, fo Grecian, give me fuch delight !' 

But, were ftie married to fuch gentle males^ 

As ii^re in her painted tales, 
1 fear fhe'dlfind a ftupid wedding-night.. 



ODE XIIL 

VtttT lafbeth the ladies— He turncth Siory -teller — Piter ]gr*evedi.. 

ALTHOUGH the ladi^ with fuch beauty blkze. 
They very frequently my paffion raife^ 
Their charms compenfate, fcarce, their want ^i tafte* 
Pafling amidft the ExHiBiTiON cro^d, 
1 heard fome damfels fajliimahly loud ; 
And thus I give the dialogue that pa&'d. 
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Ur&IC ODES^ FOR MyOCCytXXXM* ^& 

** Oh! the dear maul (cried one) look! here's a bonnet! - 
•* He (ball paint me — I am determin'd on it — 

** 1 ord ! Coufin^ fee T how beautiful the gpwn ! 
" What charming colours ! here's fine Lee, here's g^uzef 
^ What pretty fprigs the fellow draws \ 

" Loid,. Coufin ! he's the clevereft man iatown I" 

" Ay, Coufin," cried a fecond,. " very true — 

" And here, here's charming green,, and red, and blue— 

" There's a complexion beats^the rouge of Warreu t 
** See thole red lips, oh la 1 they feem fo nice I 
** What rofy cheeks then, Coufin, to entice ' — 

"• Conipar'd to this, all other heads are carrion* 

" CouGii, this limner qiuckly will be- feen 

•* Painting the Pri-ncess Royal, and the Queen :- 

" Pray don't you think, as I do, co% f 

" Put we'll be painted/fy?i that's /oaJ' 

Such was the very pretty converfatiou 

That pafs'd between the pretty Mifles,. 
Whilft unobferv*d, the glory of'our nation,. 

Clofe by them hung Sir Joshua's matchlefs. pieces- 
Works! that a Titian's hand could form alone- 
Works! that Co&regjo. had been proud to own. 

Sorrowing, O Readers,, let me I^y before ye, 
What latdy happen'd — therefore a true ftoryi . * 



A STORY. 

WALKING, one afternoon along the* Strand,. 
My wond'ring^eycs did fuddenjy expand 

Upon a pretty leafli of Comifh laflcs. — , 
** Hcav'ns ! my dear beauteous angels, how d'ye do ?^ 

** Upon, my foul. I'm monflrous glad to fee ye.. 
•* Swinge !* Pktkr^ we are g^d to meet with jcou-; 

" We're jufl to London corac-p-wcll, pray how be yef* 
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** Wc'reare jufta going while 'ris light, 
« Jo fee St. Paul's before 'tis dark.-— - 

** Lord ! come, for once, be fo polite, 
" And condcfcend to be our Ipark." 

•* With all nfiy heart, my cherub^."— On vire wftlk'd^ 
And much of London— much of Cornwall talk'd ; 
Now did I hug myfeif to think ^^ 

How much tliat glorious {iru<5ufe would furprife—- 
How from its awful grandeur they would fhrink 

With open mouths, and marveling eyes ! 

As near to Ludgate-hill we drew, 

St. P A u l's ju ft" open ing on ou r view ; 

Behold, my lovely ftrangers, one and all, 

Gave a moft diabolic fquall. 

As if they had been tumbled on the ftones, " 

And fome confounded cart had cmfh'd their bones; 

After well ftight'nihg people with their cries. 
And fticking to a jribbon-^fliop their eyes. 
They all rufh'd in, and fwift to patterns ran,> 
And, imitating Babel, thu« began;— 

" Swinge! here are colburff then, to pleafe! 

^* Delightful things^ !■ vx>w to Heav'n ! 
" Why! not to fee fucb things as thefe, 

** We never fhouidhave^ been forgiv*n.— 

** Here, here, are deyec things— good Lord f 

** And, fifter, liere, upon my word— 
^* Here, here ! — look ! here are heau ties to delist ; 

*' Why ! how a body's heels might dance 

" Along from Laui^ei^on to Penzance, 
<* Before tiiat one might meet with fuch a fight 1 " . 

♦* Come, ladies, 'twiU be dark," faidJ,, «'I fear: 
. ♦* Pray let us view St. Paul's, 'tis now. fo near."— 

** Lord ! Peter, (cried the girls) don't mind St. Paul [ — 
** §ure,l you're a moft i««rw»/ foul— 

. » « Why 
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w Wby-^we^i) fee the chinrch another dfty ; 
** Don't be afraid — SU Paul's can't run awaj.** 

Reader^ 
If e'er thy bofoni felt a thought fublime^ 
Drop tears of pity on the Man of Rhyme ! 



ODE XIV. 



Ptter dtidaioieth fiattery— Defcribeth tht Grand Mbna r yi iftid pre- 
miieth critical caodour* 

*T*IS very true that flattery's not my/crt-^ 
'^ r cannot to ftupidityjpay court — 
And (wear a face looki fenfe (the pifturc pufliiig) 
That boails no more expreffion than a muffin. 

And yet, a Frenchman can do thiSi 

And think he doth not ad amxfs ; 
Although he tells a moil confounded lie.—* 

Kx«6 Lewis leads meinto thiaremark^ 

Cali'd by his people ali, lb Grande Movaeofe— 
A deml-god in every Frenchman's tyb^ 

His portrait by feme famous hand was douCf. 

And then exhibited at the Salon » 
At once a courtly critic criticifes— 

" Where is th!e WUianit eye».the charnaJng mce^ 

" The fenfe profound that marks the Royal iacc'— 
** Thcfoulof Lbwxs, that fovcrywfci^f'* 

Yet when, he bawl*d for fenfe,. he bawl'd^ I wot| 
For furniture the head had never got. 
Keader, believe me, that this gentlenun 
W4S fiorm'd ou N^jwre/s vqjcy homdy plan.— 

Cluni% 
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Clumfy in legs and IhouWcrs, head and gtillet,. 

His mouth abroad in feeming w<HKier loft. 

As if its meaning had given up the ghoit ; 
His eye far duller tbaa a leaden bullet ; 

Nature fo flighting the poor Ra3^l nob^ 

As if fhe bargained for it by tbe job. 

Therefore, ihould^ighty G . . . , ^, or great Lord Ndi.T h^ 

Both gentlefolks of high condition, 
Think it worth while to fend their feces forth, 

To flare amidfl the Rota L Exbibitiok— • 

If likeneiTes, Til not conderna the piAure, 
To compBtnent thole mighty peome's poUs t 

I fcom to pafs unfair and cruel ftrichircs, 
By diking for the graces,, or their fouls. 



a D E XV. 



Peter pitifully pmtfcth M^. Stubbs, and admintftereth ivfiofefome ad^M&r 
— Surprifdh Mr. Hone with » comprnnent-— ConeliKkth .with fu& 
pe^ng the ingiatttttde of theKoyal Academiciaos. 

"^^^ELL>-pleas?d thy horfcs,, Stubbs, I vieis^,. 
^^ And eke thy dogs, to ^m^^ nature true ;. 
Let modern artifts match thee, if they can— *^ 

Such animals thy geniu9;fuit ; 

Then fHck, I beg thee, to the brute, 
And lAeddie not with woman, nos with man. 

And now for Mifter Nathan Hoke<«- 

In portrait thou'rt as much alone. 
As in his bndfcape (hihd^ th' unrivalPd Claude f 

Of pictures I have feen enough, ^ 

Moftvile, mofl execrable fhifF; 
But none fo bad as thine,, I vow to God.. 

Thus^ 
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T*husm the caufe of painting, loyal, - 

Sublime I've fuii£ to artifts royal—- 
With labour-pains uie Mufe hadi fere been torn ! 

And yet each academic ^ce, 

I fear me, hath not got the grace 
To finile upon the bantlingi now 'lis bon^ 



LYRIC 



d by Google 



d by Google 



LYRIC ODES 



TO TH« 



ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 

FOR M^DCCyLXXXlII* 



Ecce iter una crifpinu* V 



Vnt. I. E 



d by Google 



d by Google 



LYRIC ODES. 



ODE I. 



Fstff vaurttcth exceedingly; — difplnycth great learning, and piteoun^r- 
compjuineth ©f the rw migujla domi-^Ht }>r.iifcth the kind Rcvicwiri 
<^Dcfcribeth hirofelf moft pathetically— Confoleth himfcjf— Dif* 
liketh thcToad to the Temple of Fame by means of shooting, pot. 
fMy or banging— Addrefleth great folk— Giveth the Kiitf a broad 
hint— Aikcth a fimple qutftion—Maketb as fimple an apoftrophe te 
Genius. 

O ONS of the Brufh, Tm here agaiii ! 

*^ At times a Pindar, ^id Fotitamci 
Cafting poetic pearl (I fear) to fwinc! 
. For hang me if my laft year's Odes 

Paid rent for lodgings ♦ near the gods^ 
Or put one fprat into this mouth divine. 

For odes, my Cousiw bad rump-ftakes to cat ! 

So fajrs PaufaniaJs— loads of dainty meat ! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit | ' 

The beft hiftorians, one and all, declare 

With the moft folemn air, 
The poet might hav« guttled till he fplit. 

How different far, afes! w^ worth ip's fete ! 

To foothe the horrors of an empty plate. 
The grave pofleflbrs f of the critic throne 

Gave me, in truth, a pretty treat — 

Of flattery, mind me, not of meat : 
For they, poor fouls, like me, arc fkin and bone. 

* The attic ftory, or, according to the vulgar phrnfc, garret; 
^ Sec the Reviews for lift year. ^ 
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40 LTRtC ODES, FOK M,Df;c,Z.XXXIfI. 

No, no ! with all my lyric pow'rs, 

I*m not like Miftrcfs Cofway's fi5wr/,» 
EfJ US cock-turkeys, plump as barn-door chicken; 

Merit and I are miferably off— * 

We both have got a moft confu^nptive cotigh ; 
Hunger hath long our hnrmlefs bones been picking. 

Merit and I« fo innocent, fo good, 
Ai-c like the little children in the wood ; 

And foon, like tliein, (liall lay us down and die I 
May fome good chrifUan bard, in pity ikons, 
Turn redbreaft kind, and with the fweetefl iotig 

Bewail our haptefs &te with watYy eye i 

Poor Chattbxtow was flarvM — withtH his tit } 

Some confohtion this to my lean heart ; 
Like him, in holes too, fpider-like, {mope; 

And there mjr Rev*ienoe may remain, alas ! 

The M'orld will not difcovcr it, the afs ! 
Until 1 fcrapc acquaintance with a rope. 

Then up your W^poles, Bryants, mount like bees; 

Then each my powVs with adoration fees— 
Nothing their kind civilities can hinder ; 

When, like an Otho, ) am found; 

Like Jacob's fons, they*Il look one t'other round. 
And crj', " Who would have thoughi this a youngPindar ?" 

Hanring's a difmal road to fame — 

Piftolsand poifon juft the fame — 
And what is worle, one can't come back again i • 

Soon as the beauteous gem we iiud. 

We can't dif'play it to mankind, 
Though won with fuch wry mouths and wriggling pain* 

Ye Lords and Dukes fo clever, fay, 
(For ye have much to give away, 

* A fublime piflvrc^this! the expreffion is tnsly Homrrical.— -The 
hdT artift hath, in the moft fiirprilinf; manner, communicated to 
canvafs the old bard's idea «/ the brandy- faced iToMrt.^— -See the Hiad. 

And 
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And mvch your gende patronage I Jack) 

Speak, is it not a crying fin, 
' That Folly's guts are to his chin, 
Whilit mine are flank amile into my back ! 

Oft as hb faored Majefty I fee. 

Ah ! Geofge, (I figh) thou haft good things with thet, 
Would make me ii)ortive as a youthful cat ! , 

It is not that a foul fo loyd 

Would wi(h to wed the Princcfs Royal, 
\ Or be Archbiffiop— no M'm not for that. 

Nor really hare I got the grace 
To wifli for Laureat Whitehead 5 place; 
Whofe odes Cibberian — fweef, ^ yet very manly. 
Are fet with equal ftrength by Mifter Stanley. 

Would not one fwear that Heav'n l6vM fools, 

There's fuch a number of them made ; 
Bum-proof to aU the flogging of the fcbools, 

No ray of knowledge could their fculls pervade? 
Yet, ^auge the pockets of thbfe fellows' breeches^' 
We &re like congers at their riches. 

O Genius'! what a wretch airt tliou^ 

Who canft not keep a mare or cow. 
With all thy compliment of wit fo friflcy ! 

Whilft Folly, as a miU4iorfe blind, 

Beiides his compter, gold can find. 
And Sundays (port a trumpet and a wbilkey ? 
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f^t ttrorth crjfic—aialtcth handfome promises tffMr, Weft. an<f* 
l3kc great folj, j?r««tMh.his yiK)rd-.tat«h#>.;»tttl|e figv« of King 
S I'^^*'^''^ ^^''',**^ ^^'"^ Cromwell; ^nd ridicukth t^e paiT 
of Apolllcs, Peter aiid John, galloping to t.h^ ,$ciH^cb«-,Undei. 
ftandeth plain work, and juftlv condeaincth the fhortncfs of the fltUu 
of Mr. Weft's An^ls-^ofKAudetb wtthmaking that arfift a hVnd- 
lome offer of an American icnmortality. 

^OW ibriny criticymi)n4iaim8^ 

-^^ Where buU-dogs, h^roa^. finnt^ feints, 
Flames, thunder, lightening, in confiifion meet »— - 

Beholdthe woricsofMifter West* ' 

That artift ftiall be firft addreft— 
His pencil with due rev'rcnce, lo ! I gxect. 

Still bleeding from his laft yev's wom^. 
Which from my doughty tace he found ; 
Methinks I hear the trembling painter bawl^ 
•* Why d<^ thpu peifecute tnCyShxi. r" 

West, Ictmewhifp^ri^^year — 

Snug as a thief within i^ mill. 
From me thou haft no c ^fe to fss\x '- 

To panegyric will I turii niv ftili • 
And if thy figure I am forc'd to blame, 
I'll fay moft handfome things abom ^tframt^ 

Don!t be caft down — inftead of gall^ 

Molalfes from my pen (hall fall : 
And yet, I fear thy gullet it is fuch. 

That, could I pour all Niagara down. 

Were Niagara praife, thou wouldft not frown, 
W5r thhik the thund'rbg gulph one drop too much, 

- Ye 
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Ye go<fc ! tl>c pw!^T?it of th9 Kiiig 1 ^ 

A y^ ^^u^«^ ! ^ glorious tiiiag I 
It (hows a flaming pencil, let me tell ye— 

Methinks I fee t^ Ff^p)^ ft»re^ 

And, anxious for h^s JHe^ dficteije; 
** King George l^ :got ^ fir-e-fliii) ia bfe U^y/' _ 

TliyChar^e84 whatfl^iftIfe.y3to.that? 

Each face unmeaaing, 9^ <o ilat!-7- 
Indeed firft cqufin to a piece of i^rd : 

But, M ufe, we've prooiifed in o**r lays, 

To give our Yaniy paintef praife; 
So, Madam^ 'tis biUjCair to k,e^f ,q\i;c y^qrd, . 

Well then, the Charies of Miftcr -Weft, 

And Oliver,, I do pn>te{}. 
And eke the witneflcs f of reftirre^ion,. 
• Wai ilop a hole, ketp out the >vind, r 

And makeas. gpod ^ .window rblind, 
As great Corregia's,! plac'd for horfeproteftion* 

TheySl make good floor-cloths, taylor'Sjn;icafur6s;, 
For table coyp^i^^ Jbf tr^fyr^sj 
- Wth butcJiers, ^;;nsi.fetrfl^^ mpft'c^hai^mi^g fkptjtt^i 
AndMQpday.mw^iiJgV^t themb^ , 

When queens of iiuh their linen fcrtib. 
Make for the blue-^^^M ayjipyh^.^diy^ 

West, Tfo^g^>ftyj5^rtaf^^ 
Thy Angela .dio^ro^cfcucacy hurt; 

Their linen fb much coarfeijcfs did 4ifplayj 
What's worfe, e^hjid got^bc^e hajf a ihut* 

^ Such^ deij^cal^pej/onnanqe.as. wquU difgracea ^gn^oft; tfie 
drawing, colouTing, coinp«nqon/ fo '^^> very badi^ The ixfreffibn 
has the only merit. ' 

t Peter aiul Jo)iiu 

X Corregio's beft pi^arei were aAually madfc ufc pf in the rpyal 
Aabies in che Northi to keep the wumI from the tails of the hor&s. ' 

I M 
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I tell thecj-rcambrick fiae as webs of fpiders, 
Ought to have deck'd that brace of heavenly riders; 

Could not their iaddle-bags^ P*^y» jump 

To fomewhat longer for each rump ! 

I'd buy much better s^t a Wappkig fliop, ^ 

By vulgar tongues baptiz'd a flop ! 

,Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 

And thou flialt cut a figure in my rhyme : 

Sublimely tow'ring 'midft th* Atlantic roar, 

I'll waft thy praifes to thy native iliore ;* 

Where Liberty's brave fons their paians fing, 

And cv'n the convid feels himfelf a King. 



ODE III. 



The Poet addrefleth Mr. Gam{borough-~£thibitet)i ireat Scriptiw 
erudition — Cundemncth Mr. Gain/boroLigh's ptagiarifm ■Givetfa the 
AitiA wholefoine advicf^ 

VTOW, GAiNSB0Kot7GH, let mc view thy Khining 
^^ labours, 

.Who, mounted on thy painting throne, 
On other brufhmen look'fi contemptuous down, 
Like our great admirals on a gang of fwabbers. 

My eyes broad- ftarine wonder leads 

To yon dear neftf of royal heads ! 
How each the foul of my attention puUsI 

Suppofe, ray friend, thou giv^ft the frame 

A pretty iittle Bible name, 
And cairft it Golgotha^ the place ofjkulhf 

^Say, didft thou really paint 'em ? (To be free:) 
An angel fiuifh'd Luke's tranfcendent line — 
Perchance that civil Angel was with thee— 
For let me j;erifh, if I think them thine. 

* Amcric9f 

f A frame full of heads, in moft fambU imitatioa of the Royal 
Family. 

Thy 
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Thy dogs* are good!— but yet, to make them ftare. 
The piece has gain'd a number of deriders : 

They tell tbee, Genius in it had no ihare, 
But that thou foully ftoPft the curs from Snydsrs* 

I do not blame thy borrowing a hint ; 

For, to be plain, there's nothing in't— 
The man who fcorns to do it is a log^: 

An eye, aii ear, a tail, a nofe, 

Were modefty, one might fuppofe; 
But, z^s! thou mvL& not fmuggle the whole dog» 

GAivsBORoxroir^ Nature ^plaineth forCy 
That thou haft kick'd her out of door, 
Who in her bounteous^ gifts hath been fo fre«^ 
TocuUfuobgeniiisoutforthfel ^ 

' Lo ! all thy efforts without her are vain ! 
Go find her, kifs her, and be friends again* 

Speak, M ufe, who form'd that matc]:ile& head^ 
The Comifh^ Boy,f in. tin-mines bred ; " 
Whofe native genius, like his diamonds ihone 
In fecret, till chance gave him to the fun ? 
Tis Jackson's portrait^-^put the laurel on it^ 
Whilft to tliat tuneful fwam { pour a foxin^» ^ 



SONNET, ^ ^ 

To Jacksok, ^ ExETlsa. 

•pNCHANTING JharmonUl ! the art is t^inc, 
-^ Unmatch*d, to pour tiiefoul-diflblvineair, 
That feems poor weeping Virtue's .hymn divine,. 
Soothing the wounded bofom of DesPaj^k ! 

* A pifture of boys felting dog5 to fijhu 
t Opic. 

Ofay^ 
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O fay, what minftrel of the fky hath given 
To fwell the dirge, fo mufically lorn ? 

Declare, hath dove-ey*d Pity left her heaven, 
And lent thy haj)py hand her lyre to mourn f 

So lad, thy founds of hopelefs hearts coiVipIain, 
LovB, from his Cyprian iflc prepares to fly 5 

Hp haftes to liften to thy tender ftram, 
And learn from thee to breathe a fweeter figh. 



ODE V. 

The great Peter, bj t bold Pindaric jump, leapeth from Seaxket C» ' 
OulUcatchiog^ 

READER, doft know the mode of catching Gulls ? 
If not, I will inform thee— Take a board, 
And place a fi(h upon it for the fools, 
A fprat, or any fifti'by Gulls ador*d.: 

Thofe birds, who love a lofry flight, 

And fometimes bid the fun good night; 
Spying the glittering bait that fbats below, 

Sauj cMmmie^ down they nifh, 

(For Gulls have got no manners) on they pufli; 
And what's the pretty confequence, I trow ? 

They ftrike their gentle jobbernowls of lead 

Flump on the board — ^then lie like boobies dead. 

Reader, thou need'fl not beat thy brains about. 
To make fo plain an application out : — 
There's many a painting puppy, take my word. 
Who knorks his filly head againft a board— 
That might have help'd the State — ^made a good jailor, 
A nightman, or a tolerable taylon 
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ODE VI. 

- ftter difcovewth more fcriptural crudnion— Groweth farcaftic on tU 
Exhibition— Giveth a wonderful account of St. Dennis — ^JSlufheth " 
for the honour «f his country — Talkitfe fcnfibly of the Due d^ 
Cfaartres and the French King. 

" "piND me in Sodom out," (cxclaimM the Lord) 
■^ ^ " Ten gentlemen^ the place fhan't be un-/ow»*<A— 
^ That is, I will not burn it ev'ry board :" — 

The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found ! 
Butthbwas rather hard, fmce Heaven well knew 

That ev'ry fellow in it was a Jc^. 

This houfe is nearly in the fame condition- 
Scarce are good things amid thofe wide abodes.— 

Fbd me ten piftures in this Exhibition, * 
Thar ought not to be d — ^n*d, I'll burn my Odes ! 

And then Sie world will be in fits and vapours, 

Julias it was for poor Lord Mansfield^s papers.* 

St. Dennis, when his head was tgken off, 
Hugg*d it, and kifs'd it— x^arried it a mile : 

This was a pleafant miracle enough. 
That maiceth many an unbeliever fmile, 

** *SbIood ! *tis a lie!" ye roar.— Pray donotfwcar, 

Ye may believe the woudrous tale indeed ! 
Speak, hav*n*t you faid th t many a pi<fture here 

Was really aont by folks without a head } 
And hav'n't you fwom this inflant, with furprife, 
That he who hid th^t thing had neither hands npr eyes ? 

* To the irreparable lofs of the puMic, and the great law expounder, 
fcurni! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious conflagration.— The 
•ewfpapers howled for months mrrth^ir tdhcs^^^kejumjuis eft. 

3 How 
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How is it that fiich mifcrable ftuff 

The walls of this fhipendous buildine ftains ? 
The Council's cars with pleafurc I coujd cuff; 

Mind mc — I don't fey oatter out their ^ains. 
What will Duke Charts £6 fay when he goes home, 
And tells Kiiig Lbwis all about the foofn? 

TVhy, viewing fuch a fet of red-hot heads, ^ 

Our Exhibition he wiU liken hell to; 
Then to the Monarch, who both writes and reads, 

. Give hand-bills of the Wondrous Katterfelto ; 
Swearine; th* Academy was all fo flat, 
H^'d rather fee the wizard and bis Cat 



ODE VII. 



Fcter elegantly and happily depi^eth his great Covfin oF Thebes— 

- Talketh of Faaae — lioriewhippetb the painters for turning their own 

trttmpeters. » ^ 

A DESULTORY way o^ writing, 

"^^ A hop iand ftep and jump mode of ind^ng, 
My great and wife relation, Pindar, boafled : 

br, (for I love the bard to flatter) 

By jerks, like boar-pigs making water. 
Whatever firft carte in his fcofice. 

Bounce, out it flew, like bottled ale, at once, 
A cock, a bull, a whale, a foldier roafted* 

Whatiharks we mortals 4re for fame ! 

How poather-like we hunt the game ! 
No matter, for it, how we play the foo!^— 

And yet, 'tis pleafing our own laud to bear, 

And reftlly very natural to prefer 
One grain cf. -praife to pounds of ridicule. 



v! 
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tS'Xie olMf, left* ^,i>««fLXf xst ff. 49 

Tre loft ail paticace with tikp tittdr-*-^ 

I incan4be {WHiiterft— who tm'f, ih]r 
To iee their ^orks by critkUia mSgUy^ 

And hcair what ot|ic» h»^e to tfry v 
But calling 'Fame a vi^.otd hay ftnmpct^ 
Sound their own fnif^ ^um d»eir omn/ca^ ^ tnwpet 

Amidft the 'toriy-hni^ of my bptm> 
Where the niad Lync Mufc^ with pain, 
Hainmtiing, haid verfe her Ikill efnploy^y 
And beats a tiiuaan's ihop in noife j; 

Catching wild tropes and fimilies. 
That hop about like fmarms of fleas—* 
Wc*vc U^ Sir Joshua — Ah^ that charming clfj 
I'm griev'd to fay, hath this year loft iim/eff. 

ph ! Richard, thy St. George f fo brave,, 

Wirdorn and Prudence could not tive 
From being foully murder'd, my good friend : 

Some weep to fee the woeful figure ; 

Whilft others laugh, and many fnigger, 
As if their mirth would never Have an end. 

' Prithee accept th' advice I give with forrow : 
Of poor St. George the ufelefs armour borrow, 

To guard thy ^vHn poor corpfe-t-4pn't be a mule- 
Take it— re*en now^thq'u'rt like a hedgehog, y»/7/V, 
(Rich A ID, Ihopieir> God thou art not kill* J) , 

By the dire ihafts of merc'iefs ridicule. 

Pity it is I 'tis true *tjs pity ! 
A's Shakefpeare lamentably lays, 

That thou, in this obferving city, 
Thus run'ft a wh-r-ing after pRAitB : 
WithyirMg defires I really tlnnk thee fraught ; 
But, Dick, the nymph, fo coy, will not be caught • 

♦ At the tegirmJng. of the Exhibition^ the pubKe papers fwarmod 
with thefe felf-adalators. 

f S«e Mr. C*fw»y't pi^h|le. of PrtideiK»i Wifdom, and Valour, 
acming St. George. « 

Vol. I. f Yet 

' Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Yef, for thy coflft^isfibrii' Wni*'1 ' ^'- '^ ' ' '^ 

In this thy wo^iiWed pfiefe^ifyrtftlge fti44-^ ' 1 

Think of the Sa^^^v^ wtet^ tt mefiit?er "'^^'- ' ' -'*- 
Who went, in vahi-, ^9^ fl^M Ml^^M M^ • 
On LaYs, a (tWft ^/e-»4ftfi 'ti> ftaft— ' • ^ ^ - 

T«fe"Mlfrffi<irb«fll^ft^W Greece. • ' > 

Prithee give up, arfa^ftVithV pamt^ aitcf ^-^ 
And don't whofeit^ilfJ'toff good canvai Qiofl .• '- 

TTiou'lt fay, " Lord ! n^any hundreds do VlkiifHe^ 
Lord ! 10 have fellows r*^»/^— iwy,* ftirthefv - 
Hundreds of villains have committed murtherx 

But, Richard, arc thefe precedents for theef 



:^ 



ODE VIIL 

Peter groweeii ironically facetious. 



^^ ATURE's a coarfe, a vile, daubing jade— 
•^^ Pve faid it often, and repeat it— 
She doth not underftand her trad^— • 
Artifts, ne'ei: mind her work, I hope you'll beat ii. 

'Lock now, for heaven's fake, at her flcies! 

Whiat are they? — Smoke, for certainty, I know; 
From chimney tops, behold j they rife, 

Made by fome fw eating cooks below. 

Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes— 
From hogs, and ducks, and gcefe,, and horfcs* bwr«— 
Then tell me, Decency, I muft requeft,. 
Who'd copy fuch a dev'li{h nafty beafi f 

Paint by the yard — ^your canvas fpread. 
Broad as the main* fail of a man of war- 

Your whale (hall eat up ev'ry other head, • 
£v'il as-the^filD licks up" each'fneak]ng>^lar ! 



Ido- 
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tdo a^re you, . balk iS;j;iOibad tli^k-^ . 

By bulky dltifig^ botli ra^u and maids are taken*v 
Mind, tQ9, %o^Y ^^^ p^Qts like mortar thick^ • 

And make yoi^r.piiS^ui^.look as r<ed as bacpa. 
All folks love^ze ; believe my rhyme ; 
Burke &fs^ 'lis^wr^ofrtbeyiA^iiic 

A I>utchei9^9 I foirg<% jus nanvJ— Van ,Grout, 

Van SLABB^^bCHofn, Van Stink, Vak Swab— - 
No matter, ^ugb I cannot make it out— 
At caUn^ aames f£ neyer'\¥^(a dab : 

Thk %ti<^ao^beA» ft nMwi of ^;4fte, 

Thus, U^j totlgw^S^rj ^p<^;iiuib imo^c^ y^rrt y 
♦* No poet like my bro^C; ft^ jfc fffi^mi .; . 

^ " ' :•/• (r;. ' • •] -r 

«Hebe(Jebeftpfifi?fift,A^! ., * 

** Dat all de vorld muft plcafe; 
•* Vorheiiet>.v9ifcesRf»,l;^, - 

I^ at a ^ofK^ XW WQ!»Jfl i)aiiit A p^ 
Make out each fingle briftle on his back : 

Or if your iiiwJ«rfubj/e*'be»ft wig, 
Let not the ^ca^ift a^^iftlndorfs tack ; 

Elfe, all tl\e lady ^icit^ will Jb ftar^. 

And, angry yow, « Tis ^ot a bit lakfi bsir I" 

Be fipooth-^as gl^fr— like Dgw*f«ji, &iii liiglf . 

Then eveiy tongue commends ; 
For people judge not onfy by the eye, 

But/^<r/vour merit by their finger ends ; 
Nay! clofely «e%-, o^er the pifture dwell, 
. As if to tiy the goodae/s by the fmeli. 

Claude's diflances are too confiis'd — 
One floating fcene — nothing made out-~ 

For which he o^ght to be abused 
Whofe works have been fo cry*d about. 

Fa Give 
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Give me the pei^dl, whofe aitiazisg ftyle 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty mile ; 

And to my view, ey«, legs, and claws will brings 
With ev*ry feather of h» tail and wing. 

Mal^e all your toes alike j for Nature's wild— 
Fond pf variety, a wayward child. — 
To blanie yotir tafle fomc blockh^s may pifelumei 
^t mind that cv*ry one be like a broom. 
Of fteel and pureft filver form yoor waters^ 
And make your clouds like rocks and alligators. 

Whene'er you paint the moon, if ^ou arc willing 
To gain*applaufe — ^w^ paint her Uke a (biffing f 
Or Sol's bright orb— oe fure to make^him gloir 
Prccifely like a guinesa<-or a Jo.» 
In (liort, to get your pictures prais'd and fold, 
Convert, like Midas^ every tiling to goli ; ^ 

I fee, at excellence, youll conie at /^-*- 
Your clouds are made of very brilliant ftiifP; ' 

The blues on China mugs are now furpafs'd. 
Your fun-fets yield not to brick walls, ncJT bof,'- 

In ihimps of trees your art fo finely thrives, " 
They really look like golden-hafted teftives ! 
Go on, my lads — Leave Nature^s li^itial hue^ • 
And (he, ere long, will come and copyjmv. 

■* A Portucil coin, vuigarfy caUed a Johannes. 
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ODE IX, 

The fublime Peter Peter concludeth in a fweat* 

^HUS have I finifli'd for this timp, 

My Odes, a little wild and rambling — 

May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme ! 
1 Jong to fee them icrambUng — 

Then very foon I'll give 'em more (God willing j) 

But this is full fufficient for zjhilling* 
For fuch a trifle, fuch a heap ! 
Indeed I fell my goods too cheap, 

Finifli'd ! a difappointed ardft cries, 
With open mouth and draining eyes ; 

Gaping for praife, like a young crow for meat— - 
** Lord ! why you have not mentioned me !" 
Men^on thee ! 

Thy impudence hath put me in a fweat — 
What rage for fame attends botli great and ftnall ! 
Better be d — ^n'd, than not be nam'd at all ! 

* Now cighteen-pcoce, with additions. 
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LYRIC O D E S- 



O D E I. 



Tbe «vine Peter givetli an account of a conference he Keld Uft. ymt 
with-Satire, wVio adviieth him to attack fomc of the R, A.\ to tttr 
Mr. Weft's works to pieces, abufe Mr. Gainfbv^rough, fall fwl of 
Mn. Cofwa/s'Saitipfon, and give n genrie ftroke on the beck of Mr^ 
Rigaud.— Oie pWs gentle aufwer to Satire— The Ode «f Retool*- 
flrance that J^ter received oa account of his Lyrics— Satire's reply— 
ftter^s lUfolutiob. , ■ -- ■ ' ' ! » 

•* 'WOT, not tfii? year the lyric Petex fings— 
« -*^^ Tfac great R. A.'s have wiOi'd my fong toxcAfc j 
•* I will not pluck a feather from your winjs-r , 
** So, Sons of Canvas! tike your naps m pcace.*^] 

Such was ihy lafl J^ear's gracious fpeech, * 

Sweet as die Kings to Commons and to Peers, 

Always with fenfe and tropes as plum-cake rich j 
A lufctdus bamjuet for his people's caifs ! 

" Not write !" cry*d Satiie, red as firfe with rage— 
** This infbnt ^jloWouk war with Dulnefs wage; 
** Take,* take itJyfupple-jacki 
" Piay St Barthdiomcw with many back ! 
** Flay half th* Academic imps alive ! ' 

" Smoke, fmoke the dt^nes of that flupendout hive. 

** Begin with Gftox.GB-'s idd, West ; 
^ And theii pit>ceed4n order with thcreft : 

" ' ♦^thit 
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58 LTKIC ODEf, F^Q,It l|r,t>CC|LXXXV. 

•* This moment knock mc down his Mafter Mafes,{ 
•* On Sinai's Moimtain, where his nofe is 

** Cock'd up fo pertly plump agai&fl the Lordy 
** ^UpQn my word, ^ , 
" With all that eafe-to liim liiho mfcs ^bavis, . 
** As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove." 

•* Indeed," quoth I, " the piece hath points of menf, 
** Though not pofTefs'dTHrougliout of equal fpirit»" 

" What !" anfwer*d S^tijle, i>qt knock Mofes down t 
" O Hupid Peter r what t>ie 'devil mean ye ? 

**I^e.l.Qoks/ dapper barber of the town, 
*V W|fli jpajifr ii|;n-t|oard 0ut-r'*,Slj5iye for a |)^hmr/- 

-^ W^ais ihe the couaienancettb^ iiliQiiid^4^^ 

" No ! 'tis a fon of lather — a rank prig \ 
" Who, 'ftead of begging of the Lord the law, 
•• Withfpbcgrlp^ksj s^ ^irey^wuXfilftwe^ - .---». 
, *^* ^e^ms pertly .tripp^g 4ip to fetch his ^if^ 

*♦• . WiA ?^l the .tl^n4er bid jtl^e Mu/e , 

" Fall furious on the group of Jews, 
<* Whofe fljoulcjcj^,^ adorn'4 ^»^ <*1(?W jSwtf 

" For-by ^ach phiz, (l fpeak (Withputj a.^^be) 

« Tl^et^'s pot ^n JfraeJ^t^ in ^11 the tril?pT- 
•* Not that tb^ ^e .<jncumber'd by the Qir^s^* ^ . 

i*^5trifceQjf ^e.head;Ojf Jf!;«,mia|h,;^ '...•• 
" An^.^r«|ik tb^bpA^s pfold iQ^;f , , * 

" Down with the duck-^idg*d >^g^^|i.t^t^^l^n^(l> 
" Stretch bsm a thing (9jjr4.<ifr;»fi.^iftd by^^iqlooksy 
*' Wear more the.viflag^ ^ Jf^W%JSQt^ * 

" C*wiJig/6>r;viySlia]?.fr99i%5r^,eft. , . . 

-§ Mofes receivti|g:,tlus taw ^.MouatiSinaii t ' . : * 
* A piauft4»y Mr.Weft. f Aiothcf ]gkAutt kf^TOU 

[ 1 In the Apoth€ofis| « pidure by Weft. 
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LYilc ODITS, yok' M,bbfc,i**xv: 5^ 

^ DealGAiNsMntftTGH^a laih, for pride fofttff, 
^ Who robs us of fuch pleafiire for a mW;* 
*^ Whok pencil, when he choofes, can be cfaade, 
'* Give Nature's form,' and pleafe the eye of Tasted . 

" Of cuts oh Saihpfon f don't be fparing, 
** Between two garden-rollers flaring, • 

'' SKow^^ tfad^rely Dalilah foul jAzyl 
** To<atbins tear that Frenchman's % trafti ; 
*" Then bmatif uliy deal the laih 
. "" On fuch as dar'd to dub him an R. A." 

7hu S ATiaB to the gentle Poet cry'd ; 

And/^w, with lamb- like fweetnefs, 1 reply 'd :— 

" Dear Satire ! pray iconfult thy life and cafe 
** Were I to vhrifie whatever you defire, 
** The fat would all be fiairly in the fire-^ 

" R. A,'s furrplttid.mc like a fwferm of bees, 
'* Or like a flock of fmall birds round a fowl 
** Of folemn fpeciiladon, call'd an ^wi.." , 

Qjoth I, " Q Satire, I'm a iimple youth, 

** Muft make my fortune, therefore not fpeak truth, 

" Although a$-ftcrliiig as;the H«iy Bible r 

" Trutk makes it (Mansfield fays) the more a libel I 

*t' I (h^ fiot fleep^in peace within my hutch ; , . 

** Like Potior Johnfon,5 I have faid too much." 

* This extraordinary an<i celArataJ artift, too jxtulantly iniiftlnj 
on a violation of a law of the Acaderny, in order to exhibit a pi(flure in 
alight fuitiible tolxik ivilha^ inedei'ftxmk tBe Royal Acadeny on the 
difappointnent. 

t A piaure by MiT. Cdfway.' *J RiJEaU-i.. . ' - ; 

§-Thc''ftoi^^del,'thAY Skmi' beifotv Kn p^/^tical-cofrjerfion'f ippWed to 
his prcfcnt Majefty, in (h(;'librarf/at:!Bi«2kliighani^'.hoijil<, on b^ng 
aflted bj the Monarch, why 4u did Apt wfite morer^<, Pjeafe your M^ 
" jeftji I have written 109 muck.** So candid a declaration^ of which 
the (hirdy moralift did not believe one fyllablc, procured hlna a penfion 
oadarouxile. » ' < 

^^ ' When 
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When Mbunt Vrfuvitis ♦ pour'd his flamei» 

'And frightened all the Naples dam«s, . . 

What did the ladies of the dcy do I 

Why, order'd a fat Cardinal to go 
- With good St. Januarius's head, 
. And (hake it at the Mountain,^ 'midil hit rio^ 

To try to keep the bully quiet : 

The Parfon went, and fiiook the jowl, andfpedf 

Snug was the word', the flames at once, kept houfe;- 

Th^ frighten'd Mount grew mute as any mouftu. 

Thus, ihould Lord Mansfield from his bench agre^ 
' To (hake his lion mane-Hke wig at «f. 

And bid his grim-look'd myrmidons afTail ; 
With heads Medufan, and with hearts pf bonc^ 
Lo ! if they did not turn me into jfa»r« 

Yet might tliey turn my limbs into a/wH 

» 
Rc&d, reacf this Ode, jail come to hind, 
Giving the Mufe to underfhmd 
That cruelty and feandal fwell Her fong. 
And that 'twere better far (he held her tongue. 



Ttf PETER PINDAR, Esq, 

A kcavfilof Fable, an^ charmin^^fy told-*, but Mnforttmatdy the rogu^Ai 
author lc«ve8 os in tHe dark with rHTpefl to hr» real meening : ^hati% 
«lMrther the compKiheiu to the Lady be ferious or irooical. 

A THOUSAND frogs, upon a fuqittner's day« 
-^*' Were fporting 'midft the funny ray. 
In a large pool, refle6^ig every face ;-*— 

They {how*d their goki-lac'd Clothes with pride, 

In harmlefs faUies, mquent vied. 
And gamboled through the water with a grace. 

* See Sir WiUiam Hamilton'^ stccount. 

3 ft 
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It happened thaita band of boys^ 

Obfervant of their barmlefs joys, • • 

Thoughtlefs, refdlv'd to fpoil their happy fport : 

One irenzy feiz'd both great and fni»ii ; 

On the pWT frogs the rogues began to fill, 
Meaning to fplaOi them, Jior to xio them hurt. 

Lo, as old authors fing, * the fiones *gan pour/ 

Indeed an Otahcite-* 'fhewrfr \ 
The confequence was dreadful, let me tell ye ; 

One's eye was beat out of his head, 

This liiTip'd away, that lay for dead ; 
Here mourn'd a broken back, and there a belly* 

Amongft ^e fmirten, it was found, 

Their beauteous Qaeen receiv'da wound; " 

The blow gave ev'ry heart a figh, 

Ahd drew a tear from ev*ry eye : • 

At length iCingiCRo ak got up, and thus begrin ; 
•* My lads, you think this very, pretty fun i 

" Your pebbles round us fly as thick as- hops ; 
** Havie warmly complimented all our chops : 
** To^o« I guds that'thefe are pleafant Hones !. 

" And fo they, tn^ht be to ii$ frogs,, 

V You damned yqung. good-for-nothing dogs, : 

" Buj that they are fo hard, they break our bones." 

Peter ! thou mark*ft the meaning of tliis fable- 
So put thy Pegafus into the ftabie ; . i 
Nor wanton, thus with cruel pride. 
Mad, Jehu^lifce,. o'er Jiarmiefs people ride. 

To drop the meiaphor^ the Fair,f 
Whofe Works ti\y Mufe forbore to fparc, 

Is bleft with talents Envy mull approve ; 
And didil tkouJciiOwtier heart, thouiutevould^ft iky^ 
" P,erdition catch the cruel Jay !" , .' 

Then ftrike thy lyre to Innocence and ^Love. 

* ' Sec the Otahcite Joiimals. f Mrs. "Cdfway. 

Vol. I. G " Poh, 
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6ft trxrc oDrs, wox m,dcc,lxxxk. 

"Poh, poh!" cry'd Satire, withaihiile, 

** Where is the glorious freedom of our Ifle, 

*• If not permitted to call names >*• 

Methought the argument had weights 

" Satire, quoth I, ** you're very right— *• 

So once more forth volcanic Petek flamesi 



-*— ^ 



O D E n. 



Ttic P?>ct contfteth the Mufc's warmth, who t>^inneth with little Icfe 
thnn calling names — ^Hinteth at fome academic giants — ^And con- 
cUidcth with a pair of apt and ekgant fimilies. 

« 'pAGRAGS and bobtails of the facrcd bni(h!"-^ 
For Heaven's fake, Mufe, be prudent :— Hufh'i 
: hufti! hu(h! 
The Ode with too much violence begins : 
The great R. A.'s, fo jealous of their fame, 
Will all declare, of thm we make a game ; 
And then, the Lord have mercy on our ikins ! 

Think what a formidable phalanx, Mufe, 
Strengthened by Mefficurs Garvay and Rigavd, 
. and Co. 
How dangerous fuch a body to abufe ! 

Then there^ among the Academic crew^ 
A Man * that made the Piefident look blue ; 
BrandiAi'd his weapon with a whirlwind's forces^ 
Tore by the roots his flourishing difcourfes ; 
And fwore his own fweet Irifli howl could pour 
A half a dozen fuch, in half an hour. 

Be phident, Mufe ! once more I pray- 
In vain I preach ! th' advice is thrown ai 



away^ 
♦ Mr. BA-ry. 
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£v*n now ye turn your nofe up with a fnce^ 

And ay — ^Lord ! Reynolds hs& no caufe to fear :. 

When Bai»y dares the Preiident to fly on, 

Tis like a moufe, that,' work'dintp a.ragc>; 

Daring mod dreadful war to wage, 
Kibbles the tail of the Nemaean lion ;, 

OrHkealoufe^ of' mettle full. 
Nursed iaibme giant*s ikuU, 
Becaufe Goliah fciatck^dihiin as he fed;., 
Imploys with vehemence his angry daws*. 
Ana gaping, ffriDning, formidaiSe jawS|. 
To cany o^ tba GijivtVHbad ?- 



ODE m; 



tk Pott s^drefiRth StrWiHiam Chain1>er8, a gentleo^n of ceoft^uenee 
in the eleaion of R. A.'s-^Hs accuTeth the Knight of a oartial and* 
ridiculous^ diftrihudon of the academic hoiwiin-— ThtcaCtnethhiA' 
vlth rhyino-^AdvUcUi a xrfermatMa*. I 

r\NE minute, gentle la o my, retire— 
^^ Behold ! I'm ^vier than a muftard-pot ; 
The Mufe, with bile as hot as fire,- 

Could call/Jw/, />»/»f9y, tUckhead^ and " whatnot j;*^' 
As brother Horace has Wf^^umet jecur .- 
Nor in her angry progref&.i«dll I check her.. 

Trntold, that Sataa has been lone at work 

To bring th* Academy into di^race f 
Oh ! may that* Member^s b-ck-de feel his fork,, 
Who dares to violate the (acred phicel 
Who darest the devil join ^ 

In fo nefarious a^defign Y* 
Yet, Lo ! what dolts the honours daim * • 
Cleave their Woaxs to tell their name. 

G % Tte 
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j64 'arrticaiiBii raw MySec^xxrr* 

Th' Academy is like^ tnicrofcapfr-*- . • ^ . " 

For, by tliC raagniiying power,, ard feen 

Objects, that for attention ne'er could hope ; 
No more, alas ! than if they ne'er had iieen. 

So rare a building, and fo grac'd 

With monuments of ancient tafte, 
Statues and bulls, relisvos and intaglios; 

Fory^r^ ^oor //wV/^i to watch the trcafure, i 

Is laughable beyood all meafure^— ^ > ^r - 
Tis jud like eonvchs put to guud fengtios;* ^ 

Think not, Sir WutiAM^ I'm in jcft*— - . 

'= By Heaven ! t will not let thee I'eft : 
Yet thou may *ft blufter like bull-beef fo big ; ' 

And of thy own lnnAJiiamj > ft » lV 

Exclaim, " Great cry^ and little wool /" 
As Satan holla'd, when he ihav'd the pig. 

Yes, thou (halt feel my tomahawk of fatire, 

And find xksLt/calpipg is ^ feriou^ matter : 

Shocked at th' abufe, how xage inflame^ my vms !, 

' Who can help fw€aring when fuch wights he Ice^ 
Crept to th'-Academy by- ways and means, 

> Lake mites and ikippcrs in a Chefhire cheefe i 

What beings .will tfie next year's choice difclofc, 

The Academic lift to giace ? 
Somtjieietons cf art^ I do fuppofe. 

That ought to blufh to ihow their fiacc. 

Sir WiLLAM ! tremble at the Mufe's tongue ; , 
Parnaflus boaftsa formidable fhrong! 
All people recoiled popr Marfyas' rate, 

Save fuch as are dead, or drunk, or fa& afleep : 
Apollo tied the culprit to a gate. 

And flay'd him as a butcher flays a ilfieep. . • • . 
And why I — Lord ! not as hiftory rehearfes, 
Becaufe he fcorn*d his pipingj but his ycr/es : 
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By vain, like a poor pittoty'd ponk, he htmVd V. 

And ki^k'd and writhed, and (aid hit my'rit and iprawlM ! : 

Twas all in vain— the God pnrfii'o*his fport, . 

And pulFd his kiJe off,, as yoa'd pull yo\xrJkirt!* 

Then bid not lage the Mule^ foul'inflame, 

WMethundcring voice danrnation make(, oxfam4t 

Tooll'afk nie, pVhapt, M Qood Mafter Fbtbi, pravv. 

'' What right hx^yw to fpeak !" then perdy Ibilew 
PU teil you, Sir— My pocket help'd to pay- 

For bwldmg that expenfive pile, 
A pikihatxredit to the nation rains, ^ ^ 

AzKldoes/iMi// honour to your Worship's brains^^ 

B made a tax on candles and fl)oe-leather, . 

Of monftroiis ufe in dirty weather : 

It alfo made a tax on, butchers* ibop, . 

So fpread its influence o^et poetic chopt \ \ 

A mod alarming tax to cv^ry jwet, , v 

Whofe poor lank greyhound ribs with forrow iBow it; 

Therefore, Sir Knight^ pray mend your manners, 
And don't choofe criers, biackfinkhs, . tinkers, . tanncn « 
«^MBr people love the con verfe of low folks, < 
To gain broad grins for good-fbr-notbtng jokes.— ^ 
Th^gh thuy 'midft dulnefe, may'ft bt pleas'd tojiine^-, 
BiEYJioxpsihall ne'er fit ehedc-by-jpwl: with Swine. . 



a; 3^ ode: 
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ODE IV.' 



The Poet 3gain paycth his refpcfts to Sir William Chambei-s-^Com-* 
pfoirtcth •<? hk llUberailiry in his cbol^e of it. A..'s— ^Adylfcth him |t> 
JbA«p corntany: \Tith Prudence $. w^n) M jj^rciibeth moft naiM^Uy — 
He threa'tencch the I^J|^t-7^Coucludctb with a l^autif|il fiowlc^ { 

'■pHE Mufe is in the fidgets— can't fit (Hll— - - 

She muft have t'ortber talk wit4vy«tt, Sir Witt,* • * 
Since her laft Ode, with forrow hatti (he heard 

You want ndt men with heav'nly*genife« Kle(^ . .i.. • * j 
Rut wiih the title of R. A. eonfiMf'd' - ' . * - 

On fuch as catch the bugs aiid fp?3cr8 beft-; 
Wafli off the larger ftatues beft the faces,' ■ ' ' ^ 
Arvl cleaii the dirtv linen of the Ox aces ; 
Scour beft the fkhls of the ybufig nVarWe brat^^ • 
Trap mice, and clear th' Academy from rats. 

Vo\i lodk for men whoft? heads are ra^cf^Hi^hJli^ 
Or, drum-like, better form'd fbr found thahietiffe*;: 
Pleas^cJ with the fine Atiabian to tlifperifej ■ 

Ygu waht the if rg-ho^'ddray-'^of/i^ for yxyvii' rkSlUji^ * 

Raife not the M ufe*s anger, I defire ; 

High-born, fte's hotter than the lightning's fire,. 

And proud ! (believe the Poet's word) 

Proud as the lady of a new-made lord;. 

Proud asj^in all her gorgeous trappings dreft, 

Fat Lady Mayorefs at a city feaft; 

Whofe Ipoufe' makes wigs, or fome fuch glorious thing,. ^ 

Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches, for the King! 

PrudeVce, Sir William, is a jewel; 
is clothed; and meat, and' drink, and fuel ! 
Prudence ! for man the very beft of wives. 
Whom Bards have feldom met with in their lives-; 

X . . Which 
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Which certcs doth acconafit, for, in fojooe meafpi^ 
Their grievous want of wosridly treafure. 
On which the greateft blockheads make the^ brag^;. 
And fhoweth vhy we fee, inftead of lace, 
Ab«it the Poet's back, with little grace, 
Tbofe fluttering^ FrenekrUke fbliowers, call*d ^Afss^ 

- , . ' ■ r . . . • ,■ . 
Piudenck! a fwcet^ dbi%t»{, coi^fcrriywg }a^ 
Fit through 4hi8 hypooritic. »^©rU ito p^i^ t * . ; v . 

Who kept at firft a little peddling (liop, 
Swept her own room, twirl^4 6er cftvk mop,. 
Waih'd her own fmocks, cati|lit«her«wa tois,, ' 
And role to fame and fortime by degrees ;: . 
Who, when (he cnterf-'d other peopi^ houses, 
Till fpoke to, ' ¥ras -as fllent* as •a ftioufe is ;.* : : / 

And of opinions;, thot^poflefs'd at db^, -,-'". 
She left thep, with he^ patten^, a; the docy. 

Sir William, you're a hdnndl • and bunting Fami :; 
Undoubtedly this L aby -is feip game : . • j • f / - . 
But, Nimrod,. mind — my Muie isi<iQ>iiiPVEji-x.N \ 

So that if ever yow'diigrace,' • ' 

By turning cur,, yotiij nobie rade. 
The Lord have inercy pn your curihip's (kin f. 



Ttie Poet opei\dt1i his account of the BxhiKtOrs* nt tKe Acavfemr- — 
Praifcth Reynolds — Half dzmneth Mi*. Wdt*— Gomplctcly damaeth 
Mr, Wright of Derby, 

]U['USE, ling the wonders of the preftjnt year : 
"^^^^ Declare what works of ilerling worth appear. . 
Reynolds, his heads divine, as ufual, gives>- 
Where Titian's .and Corr^o's genius lives ! 
Workjs I I'm afraid, like beamy of rare quab'ty,^ . . 

Born loon to fade> -too'fubjc^ io mortality 1 

' Wbst 
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West moft judkloufly my counfel ttk«, 
Psaints by the acre-^witnefs Parfon Peter :♦* 

For garbs, he very jjretty blankets make%. 
Deferving praii^ in thefweeteibme^^. 

The ftefh of Peter's ^audience is uot good— 
Too much like ivory, and {lone, and wood :- 
Nor of the figures- <Uire I praife th' txfreffim^ 
VHxhfwBifoUs thought a tr^if tran/jgreffiw^. 

West, your Lajl Supper is-a i«ff/fry. piece :. 

Your Tybux6 S^Bt» wiU not your fame iacreafe $. 

With looks fo thieviihy with fudi (kins of oi»pper !; 
Were they for laic,, as Heaven's my judge. 
To give 6v^ farthings for them L fliould gt^gt^y 
Nay,.^'n. my. old. tobacco-Hopper.. 

Candmslr muff own, that fremiently thy paints 
Have phy'd the i>m/ with me Saints : 
For mil 1 £incy them like doves and throiUes !: 
But Mo«, if we bdfcye /iJy art. 
Enough to make us pious Chriftiansilart,. 
Haft very fcurvy notions of Apoftks«. 

What of thy f landfcape fhall I fay, 

Holding the old white fow, and fucking litter?' 
Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day,. 

Thou= gav'ft the Muft fuch reafou to be bitter ! ! 
Rut Mufe, be foft towards him — onIy^>4 
<* More damned ftuflf was never fcon with eye.'*' 



Thou really doft not equal Derby 
The Man of. Night I 



Wai0HT,J, 



* Peter pwachkgj.by Vii^\ 



f A mod pitiable, performance )ndeed.«-It may be fairly coUdd -the 
di^agt of the artt 

J A painter of •fnr)on-light*.—Iiv this now edition of the- Odesy it is 
liQl juft to acknowlcdg«, tijat the author has fcen (bmC'laBUfrapes of ta . ■ 
laic date, ty this avtil!^, that do him great credit, . . . ^ 

0!er*' 
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O'er woollen hffl$^ wbecegold aii4 filvtr moooa 

Now mount like flxpeoces, %od now balloons ; . 

Wheft fea-refle^ons, i^otbing natural teli ye, 

So much like jiddle-grings^ or vermicelli ; 

Where ev'ry thing exckimeth, how fevei-e I 

" What At* we ^*» ^md •* what hos^neft have we here P 



D P VI. 



THe Poifc aA^eOeih Maj|iA]P«<f91eadith thu cnA p( poor ftarv|«g Bt)»» 
try — He ackQowkd|etK io a.CorzoerQdk the kindaeflu^ Fame, yet 
tbrow«|cb out a.hint \o his Majeily that his finances may be improved. 
—He fdattch a manrellous tiory of a Jefuit-^-Recommeiuleth fome-^ 
thing fimiUr to 4)i» Sovereign. - ' • 

A N'T pleafe your Majcfty, Vtn overjoyM 
To nnd your Majeiiy to fond of Painting $» 
I wiih her fiftcr Poetry employ 'd-^ r 

Poor^ dear neglected girl ! with hunger fainting. 
Your Royal Grandfire, (truft me, I'm no fibber) 
Was vaftly fond of Mifter Coll^ Gibber. 

Bor fabjeds, how his Majefly would bunt ! 

And if a battle gracM the Rhine, or Wefiar, 
He'd cry — " Mine poet fal mak Ode upoii't I" 

Then forth there came a flaming Ode to C^^ar* 

Dread Sire, pray recoUeft a bit-^ . . ^ • 

Some glonous action of yofur lift ; . 
And then your humble poet's wit, ' 

Sharp as a razor, or a new-grovpd koife. 
Shall mount you on her glorious balloon Odes, 
Like Rome's great Cmsar^ to th* immortal Godi»* ' 

A Naples Jefuit, History declares, , 

: On flfips of paper fcribbled prayers, 

• ' • • * • . • ' , ::i 

♦ Divifum Impcriumji cum Jove, Csefar hahtt.. 

-Whiclk. 
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Which ibew'd cf mfdom great profundi^ ; 
Then fold them to the country folks, 
To give their ^rkeysy hens, and ducks, 

To bring incres^fe of fowl* fecundity ; 

It atofwer'd.'---On their turkeys, ducks, and hens^. 

The country people all were fnJi of brags— 
Whofe little bums, in barns, and mows, and fenSi 

Squat down, and laid like conjuration bags. 

♦* i wi(h this fage experiment were try^d 
•* On me" cries Muse, my gentle bride;, 
•* And (lips of paper gir'n me, with this pray V— ' 
" Pay to the bearer jifty pounds at fight ^^^ 
*♦ My fweet prolific pow'rs. 'twould fb deligfitl! 
^' I'd breed like a tailie rabbit or a haxc i!' . 
Muse, give thine idle fupplication o'er — 
^d know that Av a r i c e is always.^oar. 



ODE VIL 



fte following Ode was written juft sifter the^ great craftes and fidls aH 
Somerfet Uou&. — ^Peter is charmingly irooicaJ. 

CIR William ! covered with Chinefe reaown^ 
^ Whofe houfes * are no fooner up than ^(inuny 

Don't hetrd the difcontented Nation's cry : 
Thine are religious houfes 1--«-veryvA//«^/f \ 
Upon their /tfc/Tj much inclin'd to tumble ; 

So meekj they cannot keeps their heads on kigh^ 

T know the foolifb kingdom all jims riot, 
Calling aloud for W y a t, W y a t, \V y a ir ! 

♦ I take it for granted, tl.at the hourcs in generki hyilt by^ the 
K.M I qf& T> «£e as much \x\ the ftylc of git)gcrbieaJ as Somerfet Houfes 

". Wha 
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Who Dn the«r good <^niQ|i hourly gains. \ 

Burwfaere lies Wyat's merit ?--^Wliat bis praife? 
Abroad this roving; nuin (fpent Ivilf his days, 

Contenipladng of RoMB, the great recnains. 

TOs WrAr's works a f/!<i^-c tafia combine, 
Whofbsdied thus the ancients o^^t and o'er a 

But, Jo! ^ ^eater reputation thine^ 
To do what no man ever did brfw€. 



ODE VIIL 



Fetcr*s account of wonderful Rcliques in France, with the devotion 
paid to thcm-^Tbc' fenfiWc application to Painters and Painting, by 
way Off iimile. 

JH France, fome years ago— *fome twenty-three, 
'■' At a fam'd church, where hundreds daily joftle, 
I wifely paid a prieft fix fols to fee . ' 

The tiiumb of Thomas the Apoftle. 

Gaping upon Tom's thtimb, with f^e in wonder. 
The rabble rais'd its eyes, like ducks in thunder; 
Bccaufe in virtues it was vaftly rich, 
Had cur'd poflefs'd of devils, and the itch ; 
Work'd variods wonders on a fcabby pate ; 
Made Jittle fucking children fbrait, • 

Though crook'dlike ram's 'horns bv the rickets; 
Made people fee, though bliud as moles \ 
^d made your fad, byfteric fouls. 
As gay "as grafshoppers and crickets ; 

Brought nofes back^ again to faces, » • » • 

Long ilol'n by F'enus and her Graces ; 

And eyes to fill their parent fockets, 

Of which fad hmt had pick'd tlieir pockets 5 
Lo! had the ^ntA permitted^ with their kifles, , 
The mob had fmack'd this holy thumb to pieecs. 

Though, 
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Though, Readci', 'twft9«ftG(tthcAp6ftk*sth0mb— . / 

■ 'But,« mtirti != • 

Jt playM as vrtH of miWtcles tin? tridc, 
Although a painted pieee of potfiqi ffidc f 

For fix fols more,' behold ! ib vW, was bolted ' 
A fefither ©f the Angel GabttePs wing ! 

Whether 'twas pluckr'd by force; or Calflffiy mdted,' . 
No holy legends'tell, not pdete (ing. 

But was it Gabriel's feather, heav'nly Mufes ? 

Jt was ftof Gabriel's feathac,. tbirt 4i*Gooie's ! 

But ftay ! from truth we would not wifli to wander, 

For, probably, tlie owner was a Gapder. 

Painters, you take me right : — The Mufe fuppofes 

You make your coup-de-maltre dafhes, 
Chriflen them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, and nofes. 

Beards, chins, and whiikers, and eye-laflies ; 
As like, p'rliaps, as a hoife.is likc^aPhun, 
Or'forcfaid fhck, St. Tom th'Apoftle's thumb. 

With purer eyes the Britilh vulgar fees J 
We are no Crawthumpers, no Devotees : 
So that, wiieHe'eryouc%u res are mere wood, . 
Our eyes will never deem 'em flefh arid blood. 



O D E IX. 



The generous Peter refcueth the Immortal Ra^ph^l from the obloquy 
of Michael Angelo— The Poei mcraHtfcth— TeHeth a flbry ndC to 
the credit of Michad- Aitgelo, and' nobly dcfendetli Kaphacl*s tume 
againfl' his invidious att:ick<^G(mclud;th with ^moft is(ge obferva- 
tion. 

TTOW difficult in Artifts to_allow 
-*^-'* To brother. bnHhmen ev'n a grain of BiQritl 
Wifhing to tear the laurels from their brow, 
- They fhew a fniv'ling, diabolic §)irit. 

So 
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So 'tis, however mond^ mgy chatter! : 
What's worfe iliil-- nature /will be always natuisr : 
We can^ brew Burgundy from four iiipail beer. 
Nor make a Qkea purfe of a fow's ear. 

Sweet is the voi(5fe of PRAfsfi !— from «ve to inon^ 
From bluihing morn to darkling eve again. 

My Mufe the brows of Merit could adorn, 
And, lark-like, fwell the panegyric Ilrain. - 

PsAisE, like the balm' which evqning's dewy ftaf 
Sheds on the dropping herb and fainting flow'r^ 

Lifts modefi, pining Merit from defpair, 
And gives her clouded eye % golden hour, 

F-x take me if I ever read the ftory 

Of Michael Angelo, without fome fwearing:^ 
'Tis fuch a flice cut off from his great glory : 

He fiirely had been brandying it, or beering : 
That is, in plainer Englifh, he was drunk, 
And C A N DO D R from the man with horror fhrunk. 

IRatrael did honour to the Roman fchool, 

Yet Michael Angelo did call him /«?<?/. 

When working in the Vatican, would flare, 

Throw down bis bruftt, and ftamp and fwcar. 

If e'er a porter let him in— he'd flone him ; 

And, if he Raphael caught, mofl furely bone hinu 

He fwore the world was a rank afs. 
To pay a comj^ment to Raphael's^o^; 
for that .^e- knew iht fellow well enough, 

And that his pakry metal would not pafe. 

Such was the iai^age of this Mfe Itatian : 
One time he chriflen'd R aph a e l a Pygmalion ; 

Swore that his madams were compos'd of flone ; 
Swore his expreffions were like owls fo tame, 
His drawings, like the lameft cripple, lamej 

That, as for compoiition, he had none. 

VoL.L H Younj 
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Young artifts ! thfefc'aflcrtions I deny ; 
*Twas vile ill wianners— not to fay a //> .• 
Kapha E^:. did real exctil&ice inherit; 

And if you ever chance to paint as well, 

1 bond fide do foretel, 
You'U'ceriainly be men of merit. 



O D E X. 



The goffipping Peter telleth a ftrangc i^oiy, and true^ though ^r^M^/'*-. 
Scemcth to- enrertain no very elevatjcd opinion of the wifdom of 
Kings — Hintcth at the narrow efcapc of Sir Jofhua Reynolds — Mr. 
Ramfay.'s riches — A recominendatroa of fiattery as a fpecificin far* 
tuROi^m^kiag. 

T'M told,' and I believe the ftory, 

^ That a farp'd Qjjeen of Northern brutes, 

A Gentlewoman of prodigious glory. 

Whom ev'ry fort of epithet well Tuits ; 
Whofe hufland dear, juft hs^pentng to provoke her, 
Was (hov*d to Heaven upon a red-hot poker, 
Sent to a certain King, not King of France^^ 

Defiring by Sir Joshua's hand his Phiz — 
What did the Royal Quiz ? 
Why, damn'd genteelly, fat to Mr. Dance I* 

Then fent it to the Northern Queen — 

As fweet a bit of wood as e'er was feen I 

And theretore moft unlike the Princely Head— 

He might as well have fent a pig of lead. 

* The true reafon that induced his Majefty to fit to Mr. Dance, li'as 
*^othing : ir- than hudahle Royai ecor TfV.y. Mr. Danpe charged Fifty 
Pounds for a piduic-^iir Jothua RcynolUb' p:icc was fomewhat more 
than a ; ji.ndred - a very g»'cat difference in the market-price of paint 
and canvas ; ar.J, let rac fay, juftified the preference given to the maa 
who Vforkcd cheafeft, 

I Down 
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Down ev'ry throat the piece was cramm'd 

As done by Reynolds, and deferv'dly damn'd^ 

For as to Mafler Dancers art, 

it ne*er was worth a fingle — — ! 
Reader, I blush ! — ^am delicate this time ! 
So let tlty impudence fupply tlie rhyme. 

Thank God ! that Monarchs cannot taflt controuly • 
And make .each fu^je^t's poor,, fubmillive foul 
Admire the work that Judgment oft cries fie on : 
Had things been fo,. poor Reynolds we had lieen 
Painting a barber's pole — an alehoufe queen,. 
The cat and gridiron, or the old red-lioii ! 
At Plympton *, perhaps, for fome grave Dodor Slop, • 
Painting the pots and bottles of the (hop ; 
Of in £e Drama, to get meat to munch. 
His brulh divine had pt<^ur'd fcenes for Punch ! 

Whilft West was whelping 'midfl his paintSj 
Mofes and Aaron« and all fort of Saints 1 
Adam^ and Eves, and fnakes and apples, 
And dev'ls, for beautifying certain Ch ap£L.%$ ' 
But Reynolds is no favourite, that's the matter ; 
He has not learnt the noble art— to flatter.f ' ' 

Thrice happy times, when Monarchs find them hard 
things 

To teach us what to view with admiration : 
And, like their heads on halfpence and brafs farthings, 

Make their opinions current through the nation • . 

I've heard that Ramsay,J when he died,, 
Left juft nine rooms well fluff' d with Queens and Kings ; 
From whence all nations might have been fopply'd| . 
That iong'd'for valuable things. 

* Sir Jofhua*s native fpqt, ia Dcvonfhiffe. 

t This Ode wa? compofed before Sir Joihua was dubbed KingV 
Painter. Poffibly the great artift dreamt of my Bgautjfui Lyrky and 
fHirfuad its advice. . ' 

{ Lat« painter to his Majefty. 

H % Viceroys^ 
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j6 tYIHC ODBS, F6» M^IKrC,IXXXT» 

Viceroys, ambafladors, aitd plcnipos. 
Bought theni to join their raree-lhows 

In foreign parts, 
And fhew the progrefs of the Britilh arts. 

Whether they piirchas*d by thd pound or yard, 
I cannot tell, becaufe I never heard ; 
But t/iis I know, his fhop ;yas like a fair, 
And dealt moft largely in this Royal Ware. 

See what it is to gain a Monarch's fmile I 
And haft thou mifs'd it, Reynolds, all this while! 
How ftupid ! pr'ythee, feek the Courtier's School, 
An4 learn to manuia^ure oil of fool. 

Flattery's the turnpifae-road to Fortuke's door— . 

TRu-i^fl is a narrow lane,- all hill of quags. 

Leading to broken head^, abufe, and rags. 
And workhoufes — fad r^Jge for the poor \ 
FLATTERY'sa mouiitebank fo fpruce — getSvriches ; 

Truth, a plain Simon Pure, a Quaker Preacher^v 

A moral-iftembcr, a difgufting teacher. 
That never gbt a fixpence by her fpeeches I 



ODE XI. 



The lofty Peter tegiimeth with an original fimile-— Pifplayech a deep 
knowledge of Hoiper, and modern Duchefles — Condudeth wkh a 
prophecy about his Sovereign. 

•pAlNTERrS who figtire in the Exhibition, 
"*• Are pretty nearly in the fame condition 

With cocks on Shrove-tide, lyhich the feafon gathers ;, 
Flung at by ev'ry lubber, ev'ry brat, 
PoflTcffing urength enough to throw a bat, v 

To break their bones, and knock about their feathers. 

, . This 
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This little difference, however, lies 

Between the painter and the fowl, I find : 
The artift for the poft of danger tries — 

The fowl is feften'd much againd his mind^ 
Who danms bis fentence — would annul it — 

Sue out his habeas cvrpus^ and, inftead 

Of being beat with bats abmit the head, 
Make handfome love t<» a {mkrt pullet. 

And yet the painter like a booby groans, 

Who court the very bats which break his bone&» 

But wlio from fcandal is exempt ? 

Who does not meet, at times, contempt? 

Creat JdvE, the God of Gods, in figures rich^ 
Oftcall'd the Queen oi Hekv'ii a faucy bitch ; 
Achilles * calL'd ^leat Agamemnon hog, 
An impudent, deceitiiil, dirty dog 1 

Behold our lofty Bucheffes puH caps. 
And give each other's reputation raps, 

As freely as the drabs of Drury's fchool ; 
And who, pray, knows that GsaR'GE our gracious King, 
(Said by h^ courtiers to know every thing) 

May not, by future times, bex:all*da Fopi.^ 



ODE XIL 



The Bard fenfibty rq»rovcth the young artifts for thc|r propenfity fid 
abiifr — Moft wittily compareth them to horfc -leeches, game-cocks, 
and curs. 

THE meau, the ranc'rous jealoufies that fwell 

In fome fad artifts' fouls, I do defpifc : 
Inftead of nobly ftriving to exce% 
ILm ftrive to pick out one the other's eyes. 

» VidcHomci» 

H 5 To 
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To be a Painter, wa$ Corrcgjo's glory; 

His fpeech fhotild flame in gold—" Son© Fittore/* 

But what, if truth were &ake, would bej^wr.fpccches? 
This — " We're a fet of i&rae-fucking horfe-lceches ; 
** Without a blufti, the pooreft fcandal fpeaklng— » 
** Like cocks, for ever at each other bea&ing ; 
*' As if the globe we dwell on were fo fmall, 
'* There resSy was not room enough for all." 

Young men !— 
I do prefdme that one of you in ten 
Has kept a dog or two, and lias remarked. 

That when you have been comfortably feeding 
The curs, without ode atom of court breeding, 
With water]^ jaws, have whin'd, and paw'd, and bork'd ; ' 
Show'd anxioufnefs about the mutton bone, 
And, 'ftead ofycur mouth, wilh'd it in their •«»; , 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'other. 
Heavens, what a fnarUag, quarrelling, andpocber! 
This, probably, has touch'd you to the quick. 
And made you teach good manners by a kick ; 
And if the tumult was beyond all beanng,. 
You treated them with fweet emphatic fwearing^ 
An eloquence of wond'iQUS ufe in wars, 
Amongft fea-captains and the brave jack-tars» 

Now tell me honeflly — pray don*t ye find 
Somewhat in Chriftlansjuft'of the fame kind> 

That ye experienced in the eurs> 

Caufing your anger and demurs > 
As, for example, when your mifbe^fs, Famb,. 
Wifliing to celebrate a worthy name,' 
Takes up her trump to give thejuft applaufe; 

How have you, puppy 4ike, paw'd,.. wiih'd, and wMn'd^ 

A nd growPd^and curs'd, and fwore,. and piu'd,. > " 
And long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaws I 
The dogs defei*v'd their kicking to be fure; 
liiatjfou, ! O fie, boys 1 go and fin no more^ 
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ODE XIH. 

The compailiori^te Peter lamentjcth the death of Mr. Hone, an R. A. 
— ^Recommendeth "bun to Oblivioni tbe gneac Patron of a Avmkbex <^ 
genhifet, 

T^HERE's one R. A. more (fcad ! fiiif is poor Hon b ! 
- -*• His works be with him under the fame ftone ; 
I think the facrecl art will net bemoan 'em ; 
But^ Mufe l^^De mcrtuis nil nifi honum^ 
As to his hofl a traveller, with a foeer, 
Said of his dead fmall beer. 

Go then, poor Hone ! and join a Aumerous tfam 
Sunk in O BLj V I o N 's wide pacific ocean ; 
And may its whale-like ftomach feel no liiotioo' * 

To caft thee, like a Jonah, up again. 



ODE XIV* 



The Poet exhibketh the inconflancy of the world, \f^ a oooft- ekjnont 
compajcilbn of a dock of ftarlings. 

XrOUNG artifts, it may fo fall out, 
•*• That folks fliall make a grievoivs rout ; 
Follow you, praife your painting to the fkies \ 

When, probsdaly^ a ribbon, (fieupoiiit!) 

A feather, or a tawdry bonnet. 
Caught, by itsi^for^, their wooder-fpying eyes. 

Therefoie, don't thence fuppoie thsit ye lAbeiit 
Mountains of unexampled merit ; f 

That aiivays ye fliall be purfu'ct, . 
And like s^ wond'rous beauty woo'd* 

, Great 
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Great is the world's mcotiftancy, God knows !— 

Fame, like the ocean, e^^i", as well ?& flvws*^ 

Next year the million pitches; on a tHff, 

A balloon cap, a ihawl, a nfiuff ;. 

¥ ory ou^ no longer cares a fingle rufh, 

FoHowingy£/«r fther brother of the brufh^ 

To raife to nobler, flights the Mufc's wing, 

AfimiW% 2i very pretty thing ; 

To whofe fweet aid Fm oft a humble debtor, 

T'illuftrate with more force the thing I mcanf 

And if thtjimzk be neat and clean, 
Tant mieux — that is-r^^ much the bttter. 

Therefore, young folks, as there's a great deal ih% 
Accept ione jitft imported from the mint. 

YouVefeen a flock of flarlings, to be fure, 
A hundred thoufand in a meis, or more ; 
Who fortunately having found 
A lump of horfe-litter upon the ground, 

Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung r 
Then, Lord, what doings I Heav'ns, what admiration ! 
What joy, what tranfp6rt 'midil the ipeckled nation I 

How bufy ev'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue ! 
All talking, gabbling, but none lift'ning, 
^uft like ^a group of goflips at a chriiVhing 7 
Let hvxi ctnwdtth fhow its grafs-green face. 
They're «/>, without fo mucli as faying grace; 
And lo 1 the bufy flock arouhd it pitches ; 

Jufl-as upoh the lump before, 

They gabtle; wonder, and adore ! 
And equal brother MahtyIn's * fpeechcs. 
Thefe ftarlings fhow the world, with gf eat propriety. 
Mad as March hare^ or curfews for V a n i e f y. • - 

* A nudfh-admiredi^^ir in the Houfc of Commons^ ^Ik> nem, com^ 
w« baptized the .J/tfr/w^ Martyn. ^ . - 
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ODE XV. 

Tha Great Peter dcfpiibth Frenchinea* 

T BEG it as a favour, mv young folks, 

-^ Ye Will not copy, monkey-like, the French, 

Whofc pi£hires, juftly, are all ftancKng jokes. 

Whether they represent a iTi3n or wench. 
If Monfieur paints a man of ian)ion. 

Making an obeifance well-bred, 
The gentleman's a ram-tat in a paffioR, 

His back afi crumpled o'er his head : 
Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel, 

And botic-breaking's no trifling things G-d knows \ 
Amidft his pains the fellow'^ fo^«ffftf//- 

He feels with fuch decorum all the blows. 
Or if a culprit's going to- the dev^l, 
Which fome folks alio deem a ferious evil, 

So degagi you fee the man advance ! .' - 

His arms, hands, (boulders, turn'd-out toes, 
Madoiia^ifted eyes, and cock'd-i^ nofe, 

Proclaim the pretty piippy in a dance. 
I've feen a fleepmg^ Venus, I declare. 
With hands and legs flretch'd out withyJ^r^ an air I-. 
Her neck and headyd twifled on one Ihonlder, 
With fuch a hav*nfy fmile, that each beholder 
Would fwear, (difdaining Dancing's vulgar track) 
The Dame was walking minuets on her lad / 
E'en an old woman yielding up her breath 

By means of cholic,, ftone^ or gravel. 
How fmirkingly (he feels the pangs of death ! 

With what a grace her foul prepares to travel ! 

A Frenchman's angel is an Opera Punk ; 

Hb Virgm Marys, milliners half drunk j 

Our blew Redeemer, ,a rank petit-math e^ , 

In ev^' attitude and feature; 

fTho 
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The humble Jofeph, fo genteelly made, 
Poor gentleman — as if above his trade, 
And only fit to compliment his wife— 
So delicate ! as if he fcarcely knew 
Oak from deal board — ^a gimlet from a fcrewy 
And never made a Mouse-trap in his lif<^ 

Think not I wantonly the French attack — 
I never will put Merit on the rack : 
No 1 — yet, vl own, I l^ate the fhrugging dogs— . 
I've liv'd amongft them, eat their frogs, 
And vomited them up, thank God, again | 

So that Tm able now to fay, 

I carried nought of theirs away. 
Which otherwi^ had made the puppies ^aitu 



ODE XVL 



THe conceited Peter turnfeth an arrant Egotiil — MentioaeA a number 
of fine folk»-^This minute condemneth Will Whitehead's verfe&s and* 
the next, excu1p.\CeCh the Lauicat, by clapping the right faddl« on the 
light horfe. . 

"^O giant more rejoiceth in his courie, 

^^ Not Count O'Keh^y in a winning horfe j 

Not Miftrefs Hob a r t * to preferye a box, 

NotpEoRGE the Third to triumph o'er Charles Fox; 

Not Spain's luife Monarch to bombard Algiers— 

Not pillories obeying Law's ftern vojce, 
Can more rejoice 
To hold KiTT ATKiNsoif's two ears.; 
No^ more rejoiceth patriotic Pitt, 

By patriotic grocers to be fed ; 

* The conteft between Mrs. Hobart and ^.ady Saliftiury, with thejr* 
Jecondsf about a bok at the Opera, is a Jbljeh for tliq moft Juhtitae 
Epic ! < 

« ... ' 1 ; * .'-^..j. * x:> .t. 
Not 
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Not Mother Windsor* in a nice youn^ Tit, 

Nor gaping Deans, to catch a Bi^op dead ; 
Not more refornCd John Wilkes, to court the Crowil^ 
Nor SKmN£R in his Aldermanic gown. 

Nor Common-Councilmen on turtle feeding ; 
Not more rejoice old envious maids, fo ftale, 
To hear of weeping Beauty, a lad tale, 

And tell the world a r^gning toaft ij hreedlng^^ 
Than I, the Poet, in a hicky Ode, 
' That catches- at a hop the Cynic grace ; ^ 

Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face ; 
And tears, in fpite of him, his jaws abroad. 

And are there fuch grave Dons that read my rhimes ? 

All gracious Heav*n forgive their crimes ! 

Oh ! be their lot to have 'soi/e'talking wives ; 
And if' in reading they delight, 
To read, ye Gods ! from morn to night, 

WiiL Whitehead's* Birth-day Sonnets all theu: lives, 

P'rhaps, reader, ihou'rt a tinker, or a l&nner. 

And mendeft kettles in a pretty manner ; 

Or tanneft hides of bulls, and cows, and calves.: 

But if the faucepan or the kettle, 

Originally be bad metal, 
Thou 'It fay, ** It only can be done by halves ;" 
Or if by nature bad the bullocks* ikins, 
^ They'll make vile (hoes and boots for people's (hirts.'* 

Then wherefore do I thus abufe 

Will Whitehead's hard-driv'n Mufe? 

* A pricftefs of the Cyprian Goddcfs. 

f This Ode was written before a late Laureat rcfigncd his earthly crown 
for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom Wharton be more fucccfsful in 
his courtly adulations, and nflt verify the Latin adage — Ex nihihy niTiil 
//r which is thus elegantly tfanflatcd, < There is no making a velvet 
purfeof afow'scar.' , 

Who 
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Who merits radier Pity's tetid'fcft figh : 

For what the Devil can he do, 

When forc'd to praife— /^ Ltrti kmws wio I 
Verfe mu^ be dull on fubje^ f^ damnM dry. 



ODE XVII, 



The claffic Pctftr advifeth Painters to cukivatc tafte— t^fbcth forae of 
the ignorant— ;-Accufeh Painters of an affection for vulgarity, whom 
he hcrfewhippcth — Reconiirnen<let|i a charming futjeft— Tellcth tlic 
fecret of his love, and giveth a Ai-away fonnet of former days— 
Ftrfecuceth. Teuicr's devils^ >ut applauckth-the execution. ' 

T3AINTERS, improve your education ; 
-*• That furely flanks in need of reformation. 
iVe heard that fome can neither write nor read. 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 

Many, I know, would rather paint a bear, 

Or monkey phying his quaint tricks, 
Than fome fweet damfel whom all hearts revci*e, 

Whofe charms the eye of admiration fix- 
Would rather fee a fi;ump with ftrength expreft. 
Than all the fnowy fulnefs of her breaft ; 
Or lip, thai Innocence fo fweetly moves ; 
Or Cnile, the fond Elyfium of the Loves. > 

'This brings thofe days to mem'ry, when my tongue 
To Cynthia's beauty pour'd my foul in long; 
WTien, on the margin of the murn>'ring ftream, 
My fancy frequent formed the golden dream 
Of Cynthia's grace— of Cynthia's fmiles divine. 
And made thofe nniles and peerlefs beauty mine. 

It brings to mem'ry, too, thofe difinal Itimes, 
When nought my fighs avail'd, and nought my rhymes ; 
^ When at the iilent, folemn clofe of day, 

My penfive fteps would court the darkling grove^ 
To hear, in Philomela's lonely lay. 

The fainting echoes of my lucklefe love : 

TUI 
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Till night's increa<iiig iliades around me flt>ie» 
And mingled wkh the gloom that wnqpp'd my foul. 

Reader— Doft ckoofea fooact of thofe d^»? 
Take it; aad % not Fm a^ fbe to PitA»B. 

To CTNTHIA. 

Othou! >vhore,loye-mfpiring air 
Delights, yet gives a thoufand woes; 

My day declines in dark defpair, 
And night has loft her fwect rcpoft. 

Yet who, alas ! ^ike me was bleft, 
To others e'er thy charms were known ; 

When Faucy told my raptur'd breaft, 
That Cynthia fmil'd on me alone ? 

Njnnph of ray foul ! forgive my iighs : 

Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; 
Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies, 

When others to thy beauties kneeU 

Lo ! theirs is every winning art, 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to me ! 

I only boaft a fimple heart, ^ * 

In love with Innocence and Thee, 



Build not, alas ! your popularity - , 

On that beaft's back yclep'd Fulgarhyi 
A beaft that many a booby takes a pritle in ; 
A beaft beneath the noble Peter's ridmg. 

How fliould tlie man with fippetite unchafte. 
Stuffing on carrion dead, his hound-like paunch, 

Judge of an ortolan^s delicious tafte. 
Or fed the flavour of a Jaintv haunch ? \ 

VoL^I. I' * Or, 
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Of, wont with bitter purf to wet his clay, 
How fliould he judge of Claret or Tokay ? 

Ten IE It's devils, witches, monkeys, toads, 
That make me fliudder whilft I pen thefc Odes, 

Moil truly painted^ to be Aire, you'll find ; 
How greater far the excellence, to paint 
Withheaven-direiSted eye, the charming Saint» 

And mark th' emotions of her angel-mind ! 
Envy not fuch as have in dirt furpaft ye ; 
Tis very, very eafy to be nafty / 



ODE XVIII. 



The moralising Bari expofeth the unfairnefs of mankind in the article 
of laughing — Defcanteth u^wn wit — Difclainicth prerenfion to it— • 
Makech love to Candour, and nfi^/ily concludeth. 

TTOW dearly mortals love to laugh and grin I 
^-^ Juft as they love to ftuff themfelves to chin 
With other people's rneat — ^good faving fenfe ! 
Bec^fe at other folks' expence ; 
But turn the laugh on them — how Chang'd their notes ! 
** O damn *em ! this is ferious — cut their throats !" 

Wit, fays an author that I do not know, 

Is like Time's fcythe-^cuts down both friend and foe ; 

Ready each objcd, tiger-like, to leap on I 

" Lord ! what a butcher this fame Wit ! thank God ! 

'•*' (A critic cries) in Mailer Pin dak's Ode, 
" We fpy th* effect of no fuch dangerous weapon." 

No, Sir —'tis dove- ey'd Candour's charms 

I woo to thefe d^firing arms; 

K)hi !s my Goddess ; to her flirine I bend : 

A Nymph 
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Nymph of the vdice that beats the morning lark. 
Sweet as the dulcet note of either Park,* 
Be thou my foft companion and my friend. 

Thy lovdy hand my Pe^fus ftiall guide, 

And teach thy modeft pupil how to ride : 

Thus ftiall i hurt not any group compofers, 

From SARikK Brnwrll's brufh^ to Ma&y MozRR*is^t 



ODE XIX. 



The judicious Pclcr givcth raoft ^holefome advice to landfcape 
painters. 

"IXTHATE'ER your wifh, in landfcape to excel, 
^^ London's the very pkce to mar it; 
Believe the oracles I tell, 

There's very little landfcape in a garret. 
Whatever the flocks of fleas you keep, 
Tis badly copying t^m for goats and (heep ;; 
And if you'll take thcPoet's honeft word, 
A bug muft make a miferable bird. 

A ruih-light in a bottle's neck, or flick, 
111 reprefents the glorious Orb of Morn ; 

Nay, though it were a candle with a wzVi, 
'Twould be a reprefentative forlorn, * 

I think, too, that a man would be a fool. 
For trees, to copy legs of a joint ftool ; 

Or ev'n by tkem to reprefent a flump : 
Alfo by broomfticks— which, though well he rfg 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig, 

Muft make a very poor autumnal clump. 

* Two brothers of diDinguIihed merit on the Oboe; 

f The laft of thofc Lpdies, an R. A. by means of a fuMime pi<auref 
•f a plate of Gocftberries — ^the other in hop^ of Academic honc^urs, 
through an e^al degree of merit. 

1% You'll 
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You'll t%, ^ Ydt/tici ones J oift a pecfiui ibes 

In many an artift's trees ; , 

And in fome paintings, we liave all beheld. 

Green bays hath furely fat for a green field ; 

Bolflers for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ; 

Cats, for ram-goats; and cuts, for bulls and cows." 

All this, my lads, I freely grant ; 

But better things from you, Ijvant. 

As Shakespeare fays, '(a Bard I mucli approve) 

" Lift, lift, Oh 1 lift," if thou doft Painting love. 

Claude painted i n the open air! 

Thierdbre to Wales 'at onc«f repair ; 

Where fccnes of true magnificence you'll find : 
Befides this greai advantage — if in debt, 
You4l have with creditors no titt-k^tiu ; 

So leave thebull>dog baiK& all behhid ; 
Who, bunt you with what noife they may, 
Muft hunt for needles in a ftack of hay. 



..umu ippii ii I 

O D E XX. 

The pofit ^inteth t« Arti^i the valufi of Tine. 

nnHE man condemn'd on Tyburn 'tree to fwing, 
^ Deems fuch a ftowr, a very duliifti tUliig ( 
He'd rather z/pe^atw be, I ween. 
Than the fad a^fr in the fcene. 

He blames the Law's too rigid refolution : 
If with a beef;-fteak ftiomach^ — m his prinue, 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on Time ! 

And, moft of all— ^e hour of execution ! 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance. 
How wond'rous willing to poftppn^. the Dance / 



Believe 
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BeKeve me. Time's of monftrous ufe ; 

But, ah ! bow fubje6^ to abufe ! 
It feems that with him, folks were often cloyed i 

I do pronounce it, Time's a public good, 

Juft nke a youthful beauty — to be ivoo'd^ 
Made much ot, and ht properly enjoy'd. 

Time's fand is wonderfully fmall; 

It flips between the fingers in a hurry ? 
Therefore, on each young artift let me calV. 

To prize it as $in Indian does his Curry ^*' 
Whether his next rare Exhibition be 
Amidft the great R. A.'s— or ona -Tr^^i. 



O IX E XXI, 



The unfortunate Peter lamentcth the lofs of an important Ode| by rattb- 
— He prayetb devoutly, for tlie rats. 

jqiATUS, maxime defl^ndusj' 

I've loft an Oi>e of charming praife ; 
Prom like misfortune, Heav'ndefend us ! . 

The fweeteft of my Lyric lays ! 
Where many an youthful artift fhone with famc^^ 
Like his own pictures in a fine gilt frame*. 

Eerdition catch the roguifh, rats ! ■ • 

Their trembling limbs fhall fill the m^ws^pf cotSf. 
Were I to be their fole advifer :. 

Vermin ! like trunk-makers, kings, paftry-cooks,. 

Dealing in legions o£ delightful bodks,. 
Yet, with the learning,., not a whit the wifer. 
Thank G— d ! the Ode unto Myself, they fpar'd :: 
And, lo ! the labour of the lucky Bard, 

* An univcrfal food in the Ejift Indies, 



L3 ©DS 
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o D E xyii. 



To MYSELF- 

The exaked Peter wifheth to makt cl^e l^iotf iTofld mcqaiinted with 
the place of his jiativicy ; but before he cao ^ ao apfw^r froiji A/m- 
yiry, he rooft fihlimelj burftcth forth ?nto an addrefs to Mevagixxy 
and Moufekotp, two fiJhiog-towns ip Cora wall— The ^ift celebrated 
for pilchards, the loft for giving birth to Dolly PeiHreath — The Poet 
praiieth the Honourable Daines Bairiogton, and pilchards-— Foi:;gettech 
the place of his pativ jty $ * and^ \ikc ^js grc^rt aoceW QiThfb€Sj 
leaveth his readers ia the dark. 

/^ THOU ! whofe daring w>3rks fublime 
^^ Defy the rudeft r^e of Time, 
Say I— for the world is with conje<^ure dizzy, 
Did Moufehole give thee birth, or Mevagiaucj / 



HAIL, Mevagi%%y I with fuch wonders fraught ! 
Where boats, and men, and ftinks, and trade, anr 
flirring: 
Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught ; 

Pilchard ! a thou (and timbs as good as herring. 

* 

Pilchard ! the idol of the Popifh nation ! 
Hail, little inflrument of van falvation * 
Pilchard, I ween, a moft foul-faving fifti^ , 

Qn which the Catholics in Lent are cramm'd % 
Who had they- not, poor fouls, tlus lucky difh, 

Would feed on fi&fli, and therefore all be damned* 

Pilchards ! whofe bodies yield the fragrant oil, 
And make the London lam^s at midnight fmilc ; 
Which lamps, wide fpreading falutar)' light, 
Beam on the wandering BfiAUTiEa of the night, 



A«id 
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And fhow each gesnde youth their dieeks' deep rofes. 
And tell him wither i»y have eyes and notes* 

Hail, MouJdtftU I birth-place of old Doll Pektmatb,^ 
The lafi who jabber'd Comi/h*-"ib (ays Dainxii 

>^^ ^at-UkCy hauubed ruins, kme and he^th^ 
With WillV- Wifp, tp briahten up his brains. 

DainesI who a tbouiand nv^ unwearied, trot$ 

For bones, brafs iaxthi/igs, aihes, and old pots ; 

Ranfacks the mouldy manfions of the dead, 
To prove that men in days of jw^, 
Eyes, ears, and nofes, like us Moderns^ wore ; 

And traveil'd jufl like us too, wirh a head! 



ODE XXIII. 



Peter coDclufkth bis Odes-rSeemcth hungry — Expoftulatetb with tbcr 
Reader. 

Tp^OM Southern to John Dry den went one day, 
-*- To buy a head and tail-piece for his play : 
** Thomas," quoth John, ' *' I've fold my goods too 

cheap ; 
** So, if you pleafe, my price ihall take a leap.** 



* A very old woman of Monfehole, fuppofed (fajfely however) to 
have been the loft who fpoke the Corniih language. The honourable an* 
tiquariani Daines Barrlngtoa^ Bfq. journeyed, fome years fince, from 
London to the Land's^nd^ to cbnverfe with this wrinkled^ yet delici- 
ous morc^dw. He entered' Moufehole jn a kind of triumph; and, peep- 
ing into her hut* exclaimed, with all the fire of an enraptured lover> in 
the language of the famous Qreek Philofopher — <* iurrka 1" The 
couple kided ; Doll foon after gabbled \ Daines liftened with admiration ; 
^dpimit^oLher fpeeches to paper, not venturing rotruft his memory with 
fii muck tr4afure. The tranfaAion was announced to the Society ; the 
Journals were enriched with their dialogues ; the old Lady's picture was 
ordered to be taken by the moft eminent arti(l, and the Honourable 
McH^r to be publicly thanked for the Difcwvery ! 

O Reader, 
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O Reader, look me gravely in the face ; 

Speak, is not that with meand /iW the cafe f 

For this Year's Odes I charge thee half-a-crown ; 

So, without grumbling, put thy money down : 

For rfiings are defperately ris'n, good Lord ! 

Fifh, flefh, coals, candles, window-lights, and boards 

Why fhould not charming Poetry then rife, 

That comes fo dev'lifh far too — from the^iVj ^ 

And lo ! the verfes that adorn t^is page. 

Seam, comet-like, alas ! byt once an age. 



FARE- 
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VOK 



THB YEAR M,DCC,LXXXVr« 



— RIdcutum diccre vcrum 
QuUlvcru?— . Ho RAT. 
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FAREWELL ODES. 



ODE I. 



Fetertalketh of refigning the Laureat{bip-^He propheHetl) the triumph 
of the Artifts on his refignation — ThcArtifts alfo prophefy toPetti*$ 
difadvantage-^—Peter'^ laft ^comforts^ fliould their prophecy bd 
fulfilled. 

pETER, lifce famM Clffiftiana, Queen of Sweden, 
"*^ Who thought a wicked court was not an Edto^ 
This year, refigns the laurel crown for ever] 

Wnat all the ikm'd Academicians wiih ; 

No more on painted fowl, and iefh, and fifh, 
He (hows the world his carving (kill fo clever : 
Brafs^ iron, woodwork, ftone, in peace (hall reft— 
** Thank God!" ;cxclaun the works of Mifter West. 

" Thank God!" the works of LoxyTHBRBpuR<^ ex- 
claim — 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game— 
*' No longer now afraid of rhyming praters, 
*' Shall we be chrill'ned tea- boards, varnifhM waiters : 
" No verfe (hall,fwear that ours are pafte-board rocks,- 
" Our trees, bfafs wigs ; and mops, our fleecy flocks/' 

** Thank Heav'n !" exclaims Ri gaud, with fparkling 

eyes, 
** Then (liall my pi6lures in importance ri(c, 
** And fill each gaping mouth and eye with wonder." 
Mon(ieur Rigaud, 
It may be fo, / 

To think thy ftars have made fo ftrange a blunder, 

That 
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That bred to painty the genius of a glazier: 
That fpoil'd, to make a dauber^ a good brazier. 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
,Can dare ftaqd forth the herald of thy praiw : 
Could Fa MIS applaud> whofe voice my vcrfe r^eres, 
Justice fhould break her trump about her ears. 

« Thank Heav'n!" crics-Mifter Gauvy; and "Thank 

« God !'' - 
Cries Mifter Copley, ** that this Man of Ode, 
** No niore. Barbarian-like, ihall o*er us ride : 
. ** No more like beads, in nafty order ftnmg, 
" And round the waift of this vile Mohawk himg, 
^^ Skall academic icalps indulge his pride. 

. " No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhyme,* 
** Which he moft impudently ciA^^ JuUifitey 

" Sliailwe, poor, inofenfirc foulsj 
- ' " Appear juft lik^e fo many moles^ 
**.Trapp'd in an orchard,, garden^ or a field 5 
" Which mole- catchers fiifpend on trees, 
" To Ihew their titles to th^ir fees, 
** Like- I>d6;ors, paid too often for the kilPd':' 

Pleas 'd that no more my verfes (hall annoy; 
• €Had-thot.my Wiftef Odes fball ceafe their ftinging^; 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy ; 
Hark 1 how they ail break forth in finging ! 

Inboaftful founds the grinning ARTisrs cry, 
•* Lo! Peter's hour of mfolence is o'er: 

** 'His Mufe is dead — his lyric pump is dry— - 

" His Odes, like ftinking fiih, not worth a groat a 
fODre : 

*^' Art thou^ then, weak, like us, thou fiiariing fniv'ller ? 

^* Art thou like one of us, thoii lyric driv'Uer ? 

** Our Kings and Queens in giory now (hall fie*, 
" Each unmolefted fleepiiig in his frame ; 

** Our pondsj "oxir lakes, our oceans; eaith, and fky» 
** Nb longer,* fcouted, (haU be put to Iharae: 

' « No 
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^ No poet's rage fliaU root our flumps and ftumpllngs, 
" And fwear ciur clouds are flying applc-dumplings : 
^ Fame fiiall proclaim how well pur plum-trees bud, 
** And ipund the merits. oF our marie and mud. , . 

** Our oaks, our brtfjhwood, and our lo% elms/ 
** No jingling tyrant's wkk^d rage o'e^-whelmsi 

** Now this vile Fel^&r. is laid kiw ; - ^ 
^ In peace &aU our ^lone hedges ilieep, 
" Our huts, ourbanis, our ptgs, crnd {h«e{>, 

" And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow.'* 

« T\m who &aU fee, this Fbtsk m>the flreiet, - 
" With fe^fs eye his front fhali meet, 

" And cryi ^ Is thk the man of keen Demark ? 
** Is this the blade?" ihall be their taunting fpccch-» 
^ A dog 1 who dar!^ to fnap each artH^'s breech; 

^ Nay, bite Academicians like a fliark ? 

^' He whofe broad cleaver choppM. the fons of p»i|(^ 
^ Cruih'd like a niarrow-bone each lorely faint ; 

'^ Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs ; 
** The little duck-wing'd dienibim? abus'd^ 
" TJiat could not more inhumanly be us*d, 

" Poor lambkins ! liad they fell'n among the black? ; ' 
** iSr, o««e To furious, foon fhail want relief, 
** Staked through the body, like a p^try thief. 

« How art thou foU'n^ O Cherokee !" they cry ; 
" How art thou fallen!" the joyful roofs refoundj 
** Hell fhnir^y body, for a rogue, furroimd ; 
" And there, for ever ioafting, may 'ft thou lie: 
^ Like DireS) tnay^ft thou flretch in fires along, 
* R^s'd one drop of beer to cool thy tongue." 

STe goodly gentlemen, reprefs your yell, 
Yowr hearty wifees for ray IohJ reftrain ; 

for if our ^tforks can put us 'into h-11, 
iiTrWSirs ! we certainly flaall meet again* 

.Vot.L K '\ ODE 
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t) D E IL 

iL moft pleaftnt hiftoiy of the Academic Dinner — Veter pilieth tbe 
Prince of Wales, Duke of Orleans, Duke Fitzjames, Count LauzuQ^ 
Xords Caermarthen and Bclborough, &c. and praifes Mr. Wcltjie^ 
Exculpateth the Prefident — Condemnetb Sir W. Chambers and the 
Committee for their bad management — Peter talkfth of vifiting the 
Trench King and the .Duke of Orleans. 

^TTHENE'ER Academicians run aftray, 

^^ Suck fhould the moral Peter's fong reclaim : 
Of paint, this Ode (hall nothing fing or fay j 

My eagle fatire darts at diff^mt game j 
Againft decorum^ I abhor a finner; 
And therefore lafh the Academic dinner. 

Th* Academy, though marvelloufly poor, 

Caa'once a year afford to tat : 
3By means of kind donations at the door. 

The members make a comfortable treat : 
Ijke gipfies in a bam, around their king, 
That annual meety to eat, anddaiice, and ^np 

A fead was made of fleih, fifb^ tarts, creams^ jellies, 
*To fuit the various qualities oi bellies : . 
3iine grumbled to be afk*d, ?nd be delighted ; 
3vLt liiicked Petem^ paunch was not invited. 

Tet though no mefage waited on the Basd, 

With compliments from Academic names. 
The Prince of Wales received a civil card. 

His Grace of Orleans too, and Duke Fit2James ; 
Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, 
A near relation to the man 
3n vrhoSt poor fides old Hawxe once fix'd his claws. 

Were wckom'd by the Academic Lords, 

Either bj writing or by words, 
To^on^eind try the vigour of jtheir Jaws. 

Unfortu* 
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tfnfortUBately for the modeft Dukes, 

The nimble aitifls, all with greyhound looks, 

Fell on the meat, with teeth |M-odigious able ; 
Seiz'd, of the Synagogue, the bigheft places, 
And left the poor forlorn, their Gallic Graces, 

To nibble at the Bottom of the table \ 

There fat, too, the fweet finnpering Lord C a er m< a rtbbn^ 
As one of the CanailUy not worth a farthing I 
But what can titles, virtues, at a feaft, 
Where glory waits upon the greateft bead? 

To fee a ftone-ciittcr and mafon 

High mounted o'er fine men of quality. 
By no means can our annals blazon 

For feats of courtly hofpitality. 
I've heard, however, one or two were tanners : 
Granted — ^it doth not much improve their manners. 

They probably, in anfwer, may declare, 

Jhey thought the feaft juft like a hunt ; 
In which, as foon as ever^ftarts the hare. 

Each Nimrod tries to be the firft upon*t : 
As he's the greatefl, 'mid ft the howling fiifs. 
Who firft can triumph o'er poor dying puss. 

Peters * moft juftly rais'd his eyes of wonder, 
And wanted' decently to give them grace ; 

But bent on ven'fon and on tiirbot- plunder, 
A clattering peal of knives and forks took place : 

Spoons, plates, and diflies, rattling round the table,. 

Produc'd a new edition of old Babel. 

They had no ftomach, o'er a grace, to nod, 
Nor time enough to offer thanks to God : 
Thai might be done, they wifely knew, 
When they had notlnng elfe to do, 

* A -clergyman, and one of the Acadeiucians. 

K » Hb 
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His Highness entering fomewhat rather Ijttc^ 
Could fcarcel^' find a knife, or fork, or plate i 
But not one fingle maiden difh. 
Poor gentleman ! of flefh or fi(h. 

Moft woefully the paftry had been paw'd^ . 
Aiid trembling jellies barbaroufly claw'd : 
In ihort, my gentle readers to amaze. 
His Highness pick'd the bones of the R. A/s. 

O WEI.TJIE,:* bad thy lofty form been there, 

And feen thy.- Prince fo ferv'd with fcrap and flopj 

Thou furely wouldft have brought him better fare— 
A warm beaf-ftcak,' perchtnce, or mutton-chop. 

Thou wouldft have laid, <^ Dc Premcb of Wales^ fy 
Got: 

** Do too mujk honour to he to der feafi ; 
" Vere he catCt heh von heet of meat da^s hot; 

" But treated vid de bmes Jhufi like a hea/f* 

" De Prence, he vas too great to^Jhcet and eat 
^ De bones and. ledfings rf de meat j 
** And munfk vat dirty low-lifd rogues r^ufe^ 
" By Got ! nit Jit to wipe de Prence's>b^j." 

Great Besborough's Earl, too, came o^fecond befit 
His murmuring flomach had not half a feafl ; 

And therefore it was natural to mutter ; 
To rectify the fault, with joylcfs looks. 
His Lordfhip bore his belly off to Brookes, 

To fill the grumbler up with bread and butten 

Sirs ! thofe manoeuvres were extremely coarfe ; 

This really was the efTence of ill-breeding ; 
Not for your fouls could you have treated w or fc, 

Bumb-bailiffs, by this d6g-like mode of feeding. 

* The Prince's German cook. . ' 

Grants 
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Grant, you ecllps'd a pack of hounds, with glee 
Furfuiney in full cry, the fainting game ; 

Surpais'd diem, too, in gobbling down the prey ; 
Still,, great R. A.'s, I tell you, *twas a fhame : 

Grant, each of you the wond'rous man excelPd,. 
. Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 
And that each paunch'with guttling was fo fwell'd, 
Not one bit more could pafs your fwallow-pipc : 

Grant,, that you dar'd fuch (luffing feats difplay,. 
That not a foul of you could walk away : 
Still, 'midfl the triumphs of your*gobbling fame,- 
I t«il yov, great R. A/s, it was a fhaxne. 

Grant, you were grcas'd up to the ^ofe' and'eyes, 
Your cheeks all fliining like a lantern's horn. 

With tearing hams and fow^s, and^iblet pies, 
And ducks, and geefe^. and pigeons newly born :• 

Though great, in your opiiiion, be your fame, 

I tell you, great R. A/s, it was a fliame. 

This, let me own — ^the candour-loving Mufe: 
Moil willingly Sir Josbva^ can exoufe, 

Who trie* the nation's glory to increafe ;, 
Whofc genius arc is verj^ feldom uodding,. 
But deep on painting fubjeds plodding,. 

To rival Italy and Greece; 

But pray. Sir Wixli a m,* what have^w to fay F 
No fuch impediment is in^c»r way ; 

Genius can't hurt^<7»r etiquette attention ; 
And Meffieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Rigatjo^. 
Have^oa a genius to impede you ? — No ! 

Nor many 3*0116 befides that I could mention,- 

Tbis year (God willing)/ 1 fhall vifit. France^ 
And tafleof Louis, grand Monarque ! the prog;: 

His Grace of Orleans, fo kind, perchance, 
May afk me to bis houfe to pick a frog r. 

♦ Sir W. Cham'-trs. 

K3 An4 
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And yet, what right have / to vifit tiera f 
Who fee a Prince fo vilely treated her^. 

Ye Royal Aitifts, at yoyr future fe^9». 

I fear vou'U make their Graces downright Daniels : 
And as the Prophet din'd.amongft wild beafis. 

The Pukes onay join your pointers suid your fpax^kls. 



ODE III. 



Fcter givetb fage adiriot to meroe^&ry artiihy and tdlcth a nioft delt^bbltb 
ilMy of a oBuMry buttpkin aad a peripacctie n^t^bX^k 

T^ORBEAR, Wf friends, to fecrifice ywr fcpit 
^ To fordid pm^ unlefe that you ajre (bnrii^ t 
I <iwn tet hunger will indulgence claim 
' 'lW%ard flone heads and landicape csnrvifig* 

In order to make haite to fell and e^i 
fpr there is certainly a charm m meat : 
And in rebellious tones wilt flomachs ipeak^ . 
That have not tailed viAuals for a week. 

But yet there are a merccn«y crew, 
Who value fame no more than an old ihoej 
Provided for their daubs tiiey get a ikie j 
Juft like the man— but ftay— rU tell die takk 

A fellow in a market town, 

Mod mu/ical, cry'd razors up and do^^ 

And offered twelve for eighteen- pence ; 
Which certainly feem'd wond'rous cheap, 
And for the money, quite a heap. 

As cv'ry man would buy, with cafli and fenfr. 

A country Bumpkin the great offer heai^d : 

Poor Hodge, who {uScfd by a broad black beard, 

That 
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That feemM a fhoe^bnifh (hick- beneath Kk ttefe t 
With cheerfulnefs the eightMn-pefiee he psqi^ 
And proudly to himfelf, in whifpers, (aidy 

^ This rafcal ftok the razprs,- 1 fiippoie. 

^ No matter if the Mow ^e » knapre^ 
^ Provided that the mors jStav0 ; 

** It certainly will be a monftro^a prize/' 
So^ome the down, with good his fo^tcme went, 
Smiling in heart and foul content, 

And qoickly foap'd himfdf to ears and eyes. 

Being wefl lather 'd fvoni' a diih 6r tub, 
Hodge now began with ginning pain to grttb| 

Juft like a hedgcr cutting fiirze : 
*Twas a vile razor !^— then the irft he trv'd— 
All were impoftors— ** Ah," Hodge figh'd* 

** I wifti my eightecn-pence within my purfe.** 

In vain to chafe his beard, and bring the graces, 

He cut, and d«i^^ and wince'd, and ftamp'd, and fwore; 

Brought blood, and danc'd, biafphem'd, and made wry 
faces, 
And curs*d each raaor't b«jy o*ef and <^'er. 

His muzzle,. fermM of opp^ion ft«ff| 
Firm as a Foxitr?, would s(K lofr ifes ruff : 

So kept it — laughine at the ftecl and fuds : 
Hodge, In a paffion, uretch'd his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direft vengeance, with ciench'd chws, , 

On the vile cheat that fold the goods. 
^' Razors ! a damn'd, confoundad dog, 
" Not fit to fcrapc a hog !'* 

Hodge fought the fellow— found him — and begun : ' 
" P'rhaps, Mailer Razor-rogue, to you 'tis fun, 

" That people flay themfelves our of their lives t 
*' You rafcal ! for an hour have I been grubbijig, 
** Giving my crying v/hifkers here a fcrubbingi 
, ' " With razors juft like oyfter-knivcs* 

<< Sirrah! 
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" Surabi Ir fell you, you*rc a knave, 
** To cry up raxors thait can't Jiave.*' 

*• Friend," quoth the razor-man, " I'm not a knave ; 
** As for tne razors you have bought, 
** Upon my fovA I never thought 
« That they would \fiave:' 

** Not think they'd J^ave P' quoth Ho%e, with woa- 

during eyes, 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ; 

" What were they made for then, you dog?" he cries. 
" Made !" quoth the fellow, with a fmile— « to/fi/i" 



ODE IV. 

Peter obferveth the Z.#* t/oihms^ 



IlI^^EST tells the world that Peter cannot r^yme r 
^^ Peter declares point blank that West can't 
paint* 
West fwears IVe not an atom of fulUme : 
1 fwear he hi»th no notion of a faint \ 

And that his crofs-wing'd cherubims are fowls^ 
Baptiz'd by natundiils, ow/i ; 
Half of the meek apoftles, gangs of robbers 5 
His ^ngels, fets of brazen-headed lubbers* 

The Holy Scripture fays, " All flefh is grafs ;"— 
With Mifter W^sx, all fleih. is brick and brafs } 
Except bis horfe-flefli, that I fairly own, 
Is chiefly of the chqiceft Portland ft<iiie. 

1 Ve faid, too, that this artift's faces 
' Ne'er paid a vifit to the Graces : 



That 
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That on Exprejhn^ he can never brug : 
Yet for this article hath he been (ludying ; 
BntCtn it nerer could furpafs a puddiiiff--** 

No, gentle reader, nor a pudding-^dc^, 

I dare not fay th^jt Mftcr West 

Cannot found criticifm impart : y 

Tm told the man with technicals, is bleft^ 

That he can talk a deal upon the art » 
Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt it— > 
^ About it, goddefs) and about it !" 

Thus, then; is Mifter West defefviiig praiie^ 

And let my j^ftioe tlie hkf laud affopd ; 
Eor, lo ! this hr-hm'A artift cuts both ways ; 

£xa^Iy like the Angel Gabriel's fword : 

The beauties of the art his awvarfe (hows ; i 

His ctmvaff^ ainy^ft ev'ry thing that'$ bad ! 

Thus at th' Academy, we muft (uppoib) 
A man more ufenil never couki be had j 

Who in himfelf, a hoft, fo much caa do j ' 

Who is both precept and example too. 



ODE V. 



Oi«at advioc is ^vm rt gemumSn Mriiors^T»Mr. WflblF m4 Mr. H. ' 
WvApoic ^iHticiilarly*— 9ttcr ffaewctb wonderfiil knowfodgi m tbtftrt 
of painting — ^A.aiiiMd«utttK on the Si^ire •£ Strawbarry»kiU« 

A STRONOMBRS fhpuld treat of tlars and comets t 
^^ Doftors QiaffafoHidfi' and vomits. 
And apoplexies, thofe lig^t troops of Deatbf 
That ufe.ne ceremony with our breath ; 
Ague and dropfy, jaundice and catarrh^ 
Tne grim-look tyrant's heavy horfc of war. 

r * Farrfen 
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Furriers (hould write on farcys and the glanders ; 

Bug-do6tors oxjly upon bcd-diforders J 
Farmers, on landy ploughs, pigs, ducks, geefe, arid gandcrsj 

Nightmen alone, on aromatic ordures. 

The artifts fliould on painting folely write ; 

Like David, then they may " good things indite." 

But when the mobof^w/^»?i«« 

Defert their province, »and take up the pen^ 

The Lord have mercy on the art 1 

Their crow-quills can no light impart* 

This verfe b^ thine, Squire Webb *— it 5s thy due t 
And Mifter Horace WALP0i.E,f what think j^w f 

Ho&ACZy 

♦ Author of a Treatife on Paintings wfio fwmi to difplay a greater 
parade of erudition than real knowledge in the art. 

f A gentlemen wee refpe^ed in the literary world ; an amatturyhut 
hj no means a commffeur m pointing, and a wholefale dealer ki. 
flummery to f»ple tf vMrJhip, When Mr. H. Walpoie penned. b» 
flattering advertifeQient,;^ he ihould have confidered that the province > 
•f an hiftorian is impartial truth. Let us fee how he has acquitted 
bimfelf. -— *< Pofterity (writeth Mr. W.) appreciates impartially' the 
<< works of the dead. To pofterity he leaves the continuation of thefe 
M volumes ; and recommends to the lovers of arts the induftry of Mr* 
^ Vertue, who pre&rved notices of all his cotemporaries, as he had 
<< collected of paft ages, and thence gave birA to this work. In* that 
<< fupplement will not be Corgotten the wonderful progitfs, in minia- 
'' ture, of Lady Lucan, who has arrived at copying the moft eiquifite 
** works of Ifaac and Pefer Oliver, Hoikins, and Cooper, with a ^-"^ 
^ 'i^ius that almoft depreciates thoiTe mafters, when We coniider that 
<< they fpent their lives in attaining perfeAion ; and who, foaring 
*^ above their modeft timidity, has transferred the vigour of Raphael 
*' to her copies in, water-colours. There, will be recorded the living 
^ etchings of Mr. H. Bunbury, the fecond Hogarth, the iirft imitator 
^ wlto ever fully equalled his original ; and who, like Hogarth, has 
« more humour when he invents, than when he illuftrates — probably 
** becaufc genius tan draw from the fources of nature with more fpirit 
^ than from the ideas of another. Has any painter ever executed a 
'' (cene, a chara^^er of ShakefpeatVy tl^at approached the prototype fo 
'< aew M Shakefp^are himfeif attained to nature ? ^ Yet is there \ 

« pcnca 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



\ 
FAREWELL ODES, FO& M,BCC,LXXXyf. IO7 



Ho It AC E, thou haft fome triflmg taile and fenfe ; 
Thendont, of folly, beat fuchexpenccj 



Do 



** pencil in a living hand as capable of pronouncing the paffions as our 
<( anequaUed poet ; a pencil not only infpired by his infigfat into na- 
A ture, but hf the graces and tafte of Grecian artifts. But it is pot 
M fair to excite the curiofiry of the public^ when both the rank and 
4t baihful merit of th# pofi^r, and a too rare exertion of fupestor 
« talents, confine the proofs to a narrow circle. Whoever has feen 
« the drawings^ and bas-reliefsy defigned and executed by Lady iKana 
M Beauelercy is fenlible that thefe imperfeft encomiums are far fliort 
" of the exceUenoe of her works. Her portrait of the Duchefs of 
^ Devonihire, in ieveral handsy confirms the iruth of part of thefe 
« aflertions The nymph- like fimpjicity of the figure is ©^ual to what 
^< a Grecian ftatuary would havp formed for a dryad or a goddefs of a 
<< river. Barroloxzi*s print of her twp daughters, after the drawing 
M of the fame lady, is another fpecimen of her lingular genius and 
<* tafte. The gay and fportivc ^innocence of the younger daughter, 
^ and .the demure application of the elder, are as chara£^eriftically 
** contrafted as Milton's Allegro and Pcnferofo. A third female ge<- 
** nius is Mrs. Damer, daughter of General Conway, in a walk more 
** difficult and far more uncommon than painting. The annals of 
'* ftatuaij record few artifts of the fair lex, and not one that I recol- 
«' led of any ^celebrity. Mrs. Darner's bulls from the life arc not 
'* inferior to the antique ; and their's, we are fure, were not more 
** like. Her (hock dog, large as Itfe^ and only not alive, has a 
*' loofenefs and foftnefs in the curls that &emed impoffible to terra- 
'< cotta : it rivals the marble one of Bernini, in the royal cdleAion* 
** As the ancients have left us but five animals of equal merit with 
<' their human figures, namely, the Barberini goat, the Tufcaruboatv 
** the Mattei eagle, the eagle of Strawberry-hill, and Mr. Jenning's, 
<* now Mr. Duncombe's, dog, the talent of Mrs. Darner muft appear 
«* in the moft difting\ji(hed light. Aided hy fome inftru6lions from 
*' that naafteriy ftatuary Mr. Bacon, ibe has attempted and executed 
** a buft in marble. Ceracchi, from whom firft fhe received four or 
** five leflbns, has given a whole figure of her as the Mufe of fculpture, 

• in which he has happily prefcrvcd the graceful f^htncfs of her form 

* and air."— -£vfil is the^praife I ^adjuck the e6feas of it { 

But we haiw another crow to puU wirh Mr* W. (I beg his pacdon, 
Ac Earl of Or&rd) before we part. Speaking of Vandyke's marriage 
td a daughter of Lord Gowry, he thus exprefles himfelf: « Towards 
*• the end of his (Vandyke's) life, the King beftowed on him for a 
** wife, Mary, the daughter -of the unfortunate Lord Gowry, which 
** iff mcaoed as a figiud honour, might be calculated too to Jefvefi the 
i** 4k%rM(d lunily, by C9fm&ing thm with tM bkod oj a ftufUtr, 

3 Smh 
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Do not to Lady LticAN ^ pay futfa court; 
Her better knowtec^e will not thank thee £or% 
. Ah ^ don't endeavour thus to dupe her. 
By fwearing that flie equab CooPEK.f 

£o|ptfeftlhfc AatteiY, &itbi it feems $o fho^r 
That v«iiiy -duMi Mk not know 

The pDw'ts i«4utr*d ft)f Copyteg a 2>/VT*/«^, ^ 
And thofc for fcopyihg l>itme Natun : 
. yUasl a nnuch more arduous nutter ! 

So dea't ^xpefe thyfelf, but miufl my &-ifture* 

Thou'k fev it was-mefc fianpUflMSnt^ 
Thst iiocht!i|*elfe was thfy mttnt, 

Although It might di%face a Tsoy at ich<»ol : 
1 grant the fatft, and think th&t ho ftian 
iSays or writes £Uier things to woman ; 

But ftiU ^tis fnaking each of you a iooL 

¥et, HcFB ACB, think not that I vftke 
Thtougti fpke; 

TTiink not I i«ad thy works u^hh jealous pain^ 
SLordf no t althqiugh no ftvpunte with me^ , 
Tbpu wajfi htfimti^ng of a hcl efprit t 

Let xne nsA^amu the UriadmiU of thy iMruft ^ 
ft is a pretty and bgeniof» mUi, 
|uft fit to gtind for/021 round Stntti'b'ny.hni ! 

^»c^ is the liberal fj^kit of tlie hiAorian o£ Strawbeny-hUl ! fuch it 
the cede^lion froiti the .pen o£ a man who fntauh to aliDoft an adoia** 
tion for the Michael Angekss, the Raphaels^ the Corftgtos* the ^Titiaitf 9 
the Reynddies ;' % refiefltoQ that dares mention the vamty ef iuU^ and 
the divimtyxif gemusy in the faoke featence ; the trumj^ery .pre&a( of 
[,Jii>fgs, and the greateft gift of the A/mfgily/ 

^ * A lady of fome k^genuity in the miiiiatuK defanaMM. 

^ A faoMus miniature^jiadiiter in ^t timt of Cwtw^dl* 
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P D E vr. 

Peter ftiil continueth to give great advice^ and \o exhibit (Hep refie^oh 
—He tcUeth a miraculous ftory. 

npHERE is a knack in doing many a thing, 
•*• Which /fliJoKr qiihnot to perfeff ion bring : 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes, 
Prtiy do not Mnts from other folks, defpife. 

A fool on fonaething great, at times, may fturabte, ' 

And confequent^ be a good advifer ; 
On which, for ever, yeur ivt/e men may {umble. 

And never be a whit the wifer. 

Yes ! I advJfe you, for tWe^s wifdom in% ^ 

Never to rife fuperior to a hint : 

The genius of each man with keennefs view ;, 
Afp^rk^ from this or that man, caught,' 
Mav kindle, quick as thought, 

A glorious bonfire up, in you* 

A qucftion of yon, let me beg-— 

Of fam'd Columbus and hi? tgg^ 
Pray, hiTcyoa heardf— " Yes."— Oh, then MyoM flee^e^ 
I'll give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas. 



THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS. 
K TRUE ^Toar, 

A BRACE of finnefs for no good^ 

Were ordep'd to the Virgin Mary's fbrine. 

Who at Loretto dweh in wax, (lone, wood, 
And, in a cwrl'd white wig, look'd wond'rous fine. 

Fifty long miles had thofe fad rogues to travel, 

With fomethiqg in their flioes much worfe than gravel ; 

Vol.. I. ^ In 
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In fliort, their toes, fo gentle to amufe,- 
The prieft had order'd peasrinto their fhoes : 

• • • -^ 
A noftrum famous in old Popiih times 
Tor purifying fouls that ftunK with crimes ; 
• A fort of apoftolic fait, 
That Pbpifh parfons for its powers exalt 
For keeping. fouls of finners fweet, 
Juft as our Idtchin fait keeps meat. 

The knaves fet off on the fame day, 
Peas in their Ihoes, to go and pray ; - 

i3ut very different was their fpeed, I wot ;. 
One of the fitmers galloped on, 
Light as a bullet from a gun ; 

The other limp'd as if he liad been fhot* 

One fawthe ViRGiif foon — peccavixxy^A^^ 

Had his foul white\yafli*d all fo clever: 
When home again he nimbly hied ; 

Made fit, with faints above, to live for even 

lu cwning back, however, let me fay, 

He tnti his brother rogud about half way ; 

Hobbling with out-ftretch'd bum and bending knees.; 

Damning the fouls and bodies of the peas i 

His eyes in tears^. his cheeks and brows in fweat, 

Deep fympathizing with his groaning feet* 

** How now 1" the light- toed, whitewafh'd .pilgrim broke; 

/' You lazy lubber !"— 
<* Odds curfe it I" cried the t*other, " 'ds no joke — 
*' My feet, once hard as any rock, 
" Are now as foft as hluober* 

*' Excufe me. Virgin Mary, thatlfwear; 
" As for Loretto, I fhall not get there : 
" ^^6 ! to the dev'l my finful foul mufl go ; 
*' For damme if I ha'n't loil ev*r>' toe. 

« But, 
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^ But, brother finner, do explain 
** How 'tis that you are not in pam j 

*' What Po w'r hath work'd a wonder for jour toes ; 
** Whilft /, juft like a.fnail, am crawling, 
** Now fwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling^ 

*'^Whilft not a rafcal comes to eafe my woes ? 

** How is't that you can like a greyhound j-a, 

** Merry, as if that nought had happen*d, bumye !'* 

" Why," cry'd the other, grinning, " you -muft know, 
" That juft before I ventured on my journey, 

** To walk a little more at eafe, 
' '** I took the liberty to boil my peas.'* 



ODE VIT. 



Peter grinncth dclicioufly at the blind idolatrj' of the prcfent age for tfic 
ancient maimers ; an<l alfo at the illiberality of artifls of the prefent 
• day, towards each other. 

"VT'OtJNG men,- be .cautious of each critic word 
-*- That, blafphembus,^' may much- offence aflford ; 

I mean, that wounds- lah ^2»r/V«/ matter's fame; * 
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veronefe, 
Your length'ning phiz let admiration feize. 

And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's name 

Ev'n by a print-fhop fliould.you chance to pafs, 
Adore their effigy infide the glafs : 

Juft as, with Fapifts, the religious care is, 
In churches, lanes, to bend their marrow t^ones 
To bees- wax faints, bons-dieux of ft ones. 

And beech, or deal, or wainfcot Virgin Mary^s* 

Wbate'er their errors, they no more remain ; 
Fof Time, like fullers' earth, takes out each ftain ; 
Nay more — on faults that modcrfi ivorks would tamijhj 
Time fpreads a £(cred coat of varnifti. 

L % Spare 
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Spare not on brother artifts' hacks the laik ; 
Put a good' wire init—iet it /^?tf ; , 

Siflce ev'ry ftroke with iiit'reft is repaid : 
For, though he. cannot kill the man outright, ^ 
Yet, by this effort of your rival fpite, 

Fifty to one if ye don't fpoil his traiie. 
His ruins may be feathers for your neft ;— 
The maxim's not amifs — -proBatum eft. 



ODE VIII. 



Tt*e Poet ^rqutrcth into the ftate of the Exhibition — ^Laflieth Father 

Time for making great gftniufcs, and Hefit^ying tliem— ^raifeth Rey» 

, nolds — Fancierh a very curious. dialogue between King Alpx«inder and 

the Deer, the fabjcA of Mr. Weft's picture— Tumcih to Mr. Weft*! 

Kefurrc£tion. 

"TTTELL, ilufc ! what is there in the Exhibition ? 
^^ How thrive the beauties of the grapiiic art? 
Whofe racing genius feems in beft condition 
For Glory's plate to ftart? 

Sa}' what fly rogues old Fame cajole ? 
Speak, who hath brib'd her trumpet, or who ftole? 
For much is prai&'d that ought in fijies to mourn i 
Nay, what would ev'n difgrace a fire to bufn. 

What artifls boaft a work fublime. 
That mock^ the teeth of raging Time ? 

Old fool ! who, after he hath form'd with pains ' 
A genius rare. 
To make folks flare, 
Knocks .out his brains : 
Like children, dolls creating with high brags, . 
Then tearing all their handy -works to rags. 

' Lo! 
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Lo ! R£Yitox.Ds. fhiQes with undiminifh'd ray f 
Keeps, like the bird of Jove, hi^ difhint way : 
Yet, fimple portrait ftrikes too oft our eyes 5 
Whilll HiST^&T, anxious for his pencil, iighs;- 

We don't defire to fee on canvas live, 

The copy of a jowl of lead \ 
When for th' mgitud we would not give 

A finall piof s ]^d» 

This year, of pi^hire, Mifter Webt 

Is quite a Patagonian maker : 
He knows that hulk is not a jeft ;.- 

So gives us painting by the acte.^ 

But, ah ! this Amrisx's brufh can never brag; 
Upon King Alexander and the Stag ; 

For, as they play'd at loggerheads a rubber, 
"We furely ought to fee a handfome battle^ 
Between the Monarch and the Piece of Cattle;: 

Whereas each keeps his dlflance,. like a lubber. 

His Majesttj upon his breech laid low. 
Seems preaching to his horned foe ; 
Obferviug what a very wicked thing. 
To hurt 3ie facred perfoh of a King t* 

And feems, about his bufine£, to hitreat hm- 
To marchy for fear the hounds fhould eat liim^ 
The Stag appears to fay, in^ plaintive note, 
** I own. King Alexander, my offence: 
** True ! I've not fhow'd .my ,loyalty, nor fenle ;: 
•* So bid your huntfmoi come and. cut my throat*!*' ^ 



The cavalry, adom'd with fair ftone bodles^,,^ ' 
Seein on the dialogue with wonder ftariag'f: . / 

And oix their flinty ^cks, a fet pf noddies, 
Not one brafs farthing for their Master carii^^ 

L3C Behold!' 
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Behold! o»di fcUpw lifts bis mighty fppar 
To fave the ownei: gr the Sjcottifh crown ; 

Which, b^onlefs hanging o'c;*' the gaping dew. 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come dowh. 

Another, on a pegafus, comes fiyitig ! 
His phiz, his errand much belying^ 
Fpr if he nveans to bkjk the beaft* ft cmel^ 
God knows, ^tis with a face of wat«r-gniek 

So then, fweet Mufe^ ^<.p«S^M»Lbpf«ft9 op v^tfi\^^ 
As flat as diih-water, or dead fa»U beeiw- 
Or, what the mark isvtokrably near, 

As heads of aldermen,, devoid of fpiri(» 

Well, theor! tfiri^ EO(Uft4r7<v^i^W t^'otho: fide tjhe K)ocn>. 
And fee his Saviour, n^uhting frooi the tqmb : 
Is this piece^ too, with painting fins fo cramm*d| 
Born to increafe.tbe niunber, of^the dfkmiCdf 

My fentiments by ho means I I'efufe— 

Was our Redeemer like that wretched tUngy 

I do not wonder that the cunninff Jews 
Scom'd to acknowledge hira for KtNG ! 



o D i : IX, 

Peter moralifctb^ ao<l giveth good advice. 

Tlj^NVy and Jealousy, that pair of devils, 

-^ Stji|F'd, like Pandora's box, with wondrow? eyil^ 

i hate, abhor, dbomlnate, deteft : 

Like Circe, tuming^ man. into 9 b^ft. 

Beneath theic cantcering bre^h no bud can blow \ 
Their black'ning po w*r refcmbles fmtit in corn, 
Wiiich kills the rifing ears that ihoi^d advm^ 

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow. 



Xe 
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Yet, fierce in yonder ^cle>me eacli denaon reigns ; , 
Their poifon fwelfe too* many an artift's reins ; 
Draws from each kl^ttnkig h«tirt the fearful figh. 
And cafts a fudden gloom on e¥^iy eye. 

Brushmek ! accept the.GOUiiftI PkTum fends, ' ' 

Who fcoms th' actuauitaiice of tfatt.b^cc of fiends t 

Should any, witn unfiOOiBNifttalaies^ law'c; 
To any, is (uperior fcicnce given ; . - 

Oh/ let the weaher kei' their Imppier puuf^tj 
Like plants t^utt^ tfiumpk m the dews of Hea.v'a !r 

Be pleas'd, likft RKTifQi.l>fi» to dii«£k the blind;. 

Who aid$ thft: feehk fault'rkg^ feet of youth ; 
Unfolds the ample volume of his mind. 

With genius ftor'd, and Nai^ijii«'& 6m^ P^thr , 

Who, though a Sun, relembles.j}at.hia.&vd!<r;' 
Whofe beami Ib^fiilLof jjealoufy confpire^ 

Whene'er admitted to tie rxiom^, to ftnother. 
The humble kitohen^ or the.parlaur^fire,- ;^ 



OD:fi 3L. 



Peter ipuktth fgurativefy — AccommodatetH Kimfetf to vulgar ftS^ 
ders — ^Lalherh frttendtrs to fame — Concludeth merrily. 

A MODEST love of praife I do not bkmej 
Butlabhopa rape onMilfa-e^-FAMSt 
Although the l^idy is exeeeding^ chafle, 
Young forward bullies feize her round the waift ; 

Swear, ffo/iTViW^j-^ that the ihalibakifi'd;.^ 
And t])ougK fhe vQws ihe does not like 'em, . ' 
Nay, threatens^ fbr their impudeiioey toftrikc 'enu. ' 

ThefaucyraftaUmilperfift. - 

Reader ! of images, here's no confufion ; 
Ti^PHthcrcfore underftand'ft the Bard's allufion 1 

But 
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. But poffibly- thou haft a thickiih li^ ; 
And therefore bo irafl qiiantity of brain t 
Why then, my precious rie of Lbap^^ 
'Tis neceffary to explain. 

Some artifts, if I may (b call 'em,- 
So ignorant (the foul fiend maul 'em !) 
Mere driv'lers in the charming art^. 

Are vaftly fond of being prabM ; 

Wifh to the ftars, like Blanchard, to berais'd :; 
And raisfd they fhould be, readdr-^r-£rom a c4v/« 

If difappeihted in fome Stentor's toneue^ 
Upon themfelvis they pour forth profe or fong ;: 

Or buy it in fome venal paper, 

And- men heroically vapour^ 

What pri^s to immortality afpire, 

Who fhck their trail around the room.P 

Tralh meriting a very different doom*— 
X mean the wanner regions of the fire ! 

Heav'n knows, that I am anger'd to the foul, 
To find fome blockheads of ^eir works fo vain ; 

So proud to fee tliem haii^ngdiedc by jowl 
With his^* ^whofe powers the Art's high fame fuftain.^ 

To wond'rous merit their pretenfion, 
On {uch winity Ju/penjfofif . 
. Brings to my mind a not unpleafant ftory,- 
Whieh, gentle readers, let me lay before ye : 

A fhabby fellow chanc'd, one day, to meet 
The Britifli Rbsciiis in the fbreetj 
- G AR RICK, on wham our nation juflly brags;: 
Tl^ fellow hugg'd bun with a kind embiace : 
** 6ood Sir, I do not recolloft jroui: face," 
Quoth Grarick— ** No !" replied the man of ragsr— 

* ThePrcfidcnt^ 
:; : " •*Th> 
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" Thcboards of Drury you and 1 hare trod , 
" Full many a time together, I am. fore,*'— - 

« When?" with an oath, crfd Gakrxck — ^**forby &— t 
" I never law that face of yqur's before I 

" What chara6kers, I pray^* 
" Did you and / together piay ?" 

" Lord !" quoth the fellow, " think not that I mock r « 
" Whcnyou pby'd HXmj-et, Sir, jfplay'd the Cock."* 



ODE 3CI. 



Peter talkcth fenjihly and knowingly — Rccomnwndeth it to Arties to^ 
prefer piftures for their merit-^Dtfcoveretll muiioal kn«Mrlt«lg;e» ml^ 
ibowech, th^r lie not only hath kept conqany ^eW FU*/<r<» but 
Fiddle-Mdiifrj — Hi fatin^h the Ffitttk'QofpOkmi'rf^^i^ ^ 
ingenious neighbouTji Sir JoihuBU 

T3E not imposed on by a name ; 
^ But bid your eye the picture's merit trace : 
PoussiN at times in outlines may be lame^ 
And GuiDo's angels deftitute of grace* 

Yet, lo ! a pidhire of fome fansoiss fchool 5 

A warranted old dati'b of -rqrotatiori, 
Where charming Paintihg's- aknoft^vVy fute 

Hath jfiitfer'd almoftev'ry >^i©telioii, ' 
Oft hath been gaz'd at, by devouring eyes. 
Where Nature, banifli'd from the pi<5ture dgh^. 

So feme old Duchsss, as a badger gray^ 
Herfnagsl)y Tim*, fure Den-pist, uaatch'd away. 

With long, lank, flannel cheeks ; 
Where Agb, in ev^ry wrinkkd feature, 
Unto the; poor,, weak, ihakLog creature, 

Of des^ unieeicosDe tiiiingy fpeaki ;: . ! 
Draws from the gaping mob the envying look^ 
Becaufe her huib^ chancM to be a Dvk%. 

* In-thc dhoft JSccrc, 

' ^ Houf 
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Hov«^ many pafteboard rocks, and iron feas ; 

How many torreats wild, of ftill ftone water; 
Hew many brooms, and broomflicks meant for trees, . 

Bccaufe the fancy 'd labours of Salvator,* 
- Whofe pencil, too, moft grofsly may liave blundered ^ 
Have brought the blefl poiTeflbr many a hundred ? 

Thus prove a crtrwd^ a SrAiNBRjf or AmatijJ 
- No matter for the fiddle's y&»»^/; 
The fortunate possessor Ihall not bate ye 

A doit, of fiityy nay a hundred pound: ~ 
And though what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep^ 
Shall in a hundred pounds be deem'd dog cheap.. 

It tickles one exceffively to hear 

Wife prating pedants the old mafters praife^ 
Damning by whokfale, with farcaftic fneer, 

The iwretcked works of modwn days ; - 
Making at' living wights fuch fatal puihes, ' . ' . 
As though pot good enough to >vipe their bruflies^ 

And yet on each. wife. ^<>^«2/fe«// afs, -' 

Who fhall' for hours on paiht and Fculptu^e Am ye^ 

A perfoh, with ftpility, -m^y pafs ' . 

RiGAUD for Raphael — Bacon for Bernini;,, . 

Or, little «&a^ oven to Vesuvius! 

Will Tyler for Palladio or Vitruvius 5 

One would Imagine, by the madd'ning fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient fchools, 

And vilify the works oi modern brains^ 
They, thi nk poor Mother Nature's art is fled, 
That now ihe cannot make a head, 

Who took with old Italian? nobs fuch pains ; 
Nay, turn'd a driveler ^ that her pow'r fo funk is, 
Tame foul ! flie nothing now can make but monkeys^ 

* Salvator Rofa. f A German Fid4)e»mftker. 

X A maker of fiddles, called Creisonas». 

... ' ' • ."Look 
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* Look at your fev*rite Reynolds," is their fbdn; 

** Allow'd by all, the Jirft in Europe's eye; 
** One atQm of repute can Reynolds gaiu^ 

** When Titian, Rubens, and Vandyke, are nigh? 
^ Say, what can Reynolds near Corregio's line?'! 
Blinckards, permit me to inform ye^-^Jkitie / 



ODE XIL 



) Peter increafeth in wifdom, and advifeth wifely — Seemeth angty at the 
i iUiberalicy of Nature in the affair of his good-acquaintanoe the Lord 

j High Chancellor of England, and Mr. Pepper Arden — ^Pcter treateth 

his readers with loveoverfes of paft tiroes. 

pOPY not Nature's form ioo ctofely^ 

^ Whene'er (he treats the ortginal too grofsly ; 

For when die gives deformity for grace^ 

Pray have a little mercy on the face. 

Indeed 'twould be but charity to flatter 

Some dreadful works of feeming drunken Nature. 

As for example : Let us now fuppofe 

Thurlow's blac kfcowi, and Pefper Arden's hofe; 

put when your pendl's powers are bid to trace 

The finiles of Devonshire— Duncannon's grace; 

To bid the bluih of beauteous Oawpbell* rile, 

And wake the radiance of AtrousTA'sf eyes, 

(Gad I Mufe, thou art beginning to grow lojal) 

And pwnt the graces of the Princess Royal ; 

Try all your art — ^and -when your toils are done, 

You ihow a flimfy meteor for a Sun, ? 

Or ihould your fkill attempt her face and air. 
Who fir'd-my heart, and&'d my roving eye. 

The Loves, who robbed a world to make her &ir, 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy, 

* Lady Charlotte. 

f Second daughter of the King, 

Sweet 
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Sweet Ifvuf^ !— ^but, reader, taluethc firag 

Whicb CTVTiHA*$ diarras alone, inipir^dj 
That left of jwe ^he peet'-s tongwe, . 

Wbea IfOv? )us raptw'd fitw:y fir^d* 

« 

SONG. 

FROM i^9 alas t whofe fmile was lore, 

I wander to fome lonely cefl : . 
My figh too weak tlaie i^aid to move, 

I bid the flatterer Hope, farewclL 

Be all her Siren arts forgot, 
That fill'd my bofom with alarms ? 

Ah ! let her crime, a little fpot, 
Be loft amidft a worlii oi charms. 

As on i wander flow, my fighs 

Atev'ry ftep For Cynthia mourn : 

Afy anxious heart within me dies. 

And finking, whifpers, " Oh J return,'* 

Deluded heart ! thy folly know. 
Nor fondly nurlb the fatal flame : 

By ai/enc^ thou fhalt lofe thy woe j 
And only ^uar. at her name. 



Keadersl Itmn thefong of love isfweet j 
Moft.pfcafing to the loul of gentle. Petbri 

Your eyes, then, with amf^ let me treat. 
Yes, gentle Sirs, and in the fame fweet metre. 

SOJMG TO DELIA. 

SAY", lonely maib, with down-cafl: eye. 
Oh Delia ! fay, with cheeks fo pale, 
What ^veg Uiy heart the lengthened figh, 
. That teUs the world a mountfiil'tak^ 



Otell 
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Thy tears that thus ach other chace, 

Befpeak a bofom fwell'd with woe ; 
Thy fighs, a dorm that wrecks thy peace. 

Which fouls like thine (hould never kiioww 

tell me, doth fome favoured youth. 

With virtue tir*d, thy beauty flight ; 
And leave thofe thrones of love and truth. 

That lip, and bofon^ of delight? 

Perhaps to nymphs of other (hades. 

He feigns the (oft, impaffion'd tear; 
With (ighs their eafy faith invades, 

That treacherous won thy witlcfs car. 

Let not thofe maids thy envy move, 

For whom his heart may feem to pine ; 
That HE AKT will ne'er be bleft by love, 

Whofe guUt could force a pang from thine, ^ 



OPE XIIL 



Pious Peter acknowledgeth great obligations to the Revnvod Mi(fer 
Martin Luther — Yet lameaietb the-efieds of this Parfon's reformatioa 
00 Painting. 

WE Protestants owe much to Martin Luther, 
Who found to Heav'n a (horter way and fmoother ; 
And (hall not foon repay the obligation: 
Martin againO: the Papifts got the laugh ; 
Who, as tlie butchers bleed and bang a calf 
To whitenefs — ^bled and bang'd unto /alvatim t 

As if fuch drubbings could expel their fins •; 

As if that Pow'r, whofe work« with awe we view. 
Graced all our backs with fets of comely fliins. 

Then order'd us to beat them black and blue. 

VoL.L M WeH 
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Well then ! we muft confefs for certain. 
That much we owe to brother Ma r tiw, • 

Who altered, for the better, oar religion : 
Yet, by it, ^glorious Painting much did lofe; 

Was pluck'd, poor Goddess ! like a goofej 

Or,, for the rhyme-fake, like a pigeon. 

Mad at the Whore of Babylon, and BuLtt 
Down from the churches men began to pull 
Fi<5lures, that long had held a loity (ladon ; 
Pictures of Saints, of pious reputation. 

For curing, by a miracle, the ills 
That now fo llubborn yield not to devotions, 
But unto blifters, boluflcs, and potions. 

That makje fuch handfocne 'pethecaries bills. 

Down tumbled Anthony who preached to Sprats ; 
And He* who held difcourfes with a Hog, 
That, grunting after him, fo us'd to Jog, 

Came down by ravour of long flicks and bats. 

The Saints who grinn'd on fpits, like ven'fon roafting; 
, Broiling on gridir-HS ; baking iu an oven ; 
Or on a fork, like cheefe of Chefliire, toafting ; 

Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hooT^^ cloven ; 
All humbled to the ^ound wer« forc'<J te Ml, 
Spits, forks, and gndir'ns, ovens, dev'l and alL 

Ev'h Saints of poor Old Efagtetid*? breeding. 
In wonders, many foreign ones, cxceecSi^ 

Our hot Reformers did as roiigliiy handler 
In troth) poor harmlefs fouls ! diey met no (juartcr, 
But down were tumbled, MiRAtiis and Martyr ; 

Fut up in lo(s, and fold by inch of candle. 

Had we been Papiilft^Loyd I we (lill had ixn 
Devils and Devils mates, young pimping liars 

Tempting tbe bhiftuag Nuns of frail fifteen. 
With gangs of ogling, rofy, wanton Friars: 

* CofBfiOioaly kaown hj the name of Pig Anthony. 

Which 
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Which Nuns, fo^fe, no lo^^^ipecch couW cajole ^ 
Who Jiarv'd th« body, to pre^er^ ^ fauL 

Then had we ittr\ St. Dennis wkh his head 
Frefli in his hand, and, >vith aflfedion, kiiHn^ ; 

As if the nob, that fronn hb ihoukiers ifed, 
By knife or broaA-fword, never had becir miffing r 

Then had we fecii, upon their friendly coating, 

Saints on the waves, like guik aod \^igppnS| floating^r 

I've feen ^ Sai erf on board a fliipy 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papifts prav, 

Well flogg'd from ftcm to ftern, by birch and whjp^ 
Poor wooden frilow ! twenty times a day : 

Puil*d by the nofc^ and kicked— call'd lubber, ow^ 
To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul ! 
And oft thefe things have, brought a profp'rous ealcy 
When pray V& and CUrfes have been found to fell. 
K/f, had we PajMfts been, had graced our churches, 
Saints, feamen, nofe-pulling, kicks, whips, and birches* 



ODE XIV. 

peter attackcth the R. A/s. 



TTE Royal Sirs, before I bid adku, 
^ Let me inform you, fome deferve my praifc t 
Buttnrft*me, gentle 'Squires, ye are but few 
, Whofe nahies would not difgrace my lays ; 
You'll fay, with grinning, diarp, farcallic face^ 
" We muft be had^ indeed^ if that's the cafe." 

Why, if the truth I muft declare. 

So, gentle 'Squires, you really are ! 

I'm greatlv pleas'd, I muft allow. 

To fee the fur eiders beat Jtolltyu) r 
Who ftole into that^ome the Lord knows how ; ^ 

(I hope to God no more will folbw :) 

Ma Wh0|, 
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WbO| curs'd with a poor fniv'ling fpint, 
Were never known to vote for merit j— 

Poor narrow-minded imps, 
Hanging together jufl like fhrimps. 
I own, (folittle^they have merited) 

That from yon noble dome, 

Made almoft ah Italian and French home, 
I k>ng to fee the vermin ferreted. 

Yet Where's the houfe, however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats ? 
Or, if a prettier fimile may pleafe, 
Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 
Or if a prettier Jiill — what London rugs 
Have not at' times been vifited by hugsf 



ODE XV. 



Pitar taketh leave— Difplayctb wonderful learning— Sccmeth forry t» 
part with his Readers-^Adminiftereth crumbi of oooifeit. 

"VT Y deareft readers ! 'tis with grief I tell, 
^^ That now, for ever, I muft bid farewell ! 

Glad, if an ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 

.FaUte: 
And if you like the Lyric Peter's oddity^ 

Plaudite, 
Rich as a Jew am I in Latian hre^^ 
So, claiHc readers, take a fentence more : 
Pttlckrum efl monjtrari digitOj et dicier hie eft t 
Says Juvenal, who lov'd a bit of fame : 
IhJEnglifh— Ah! 'tii " 



tis fweet among the thickeft 
To Be found out, and pointed at by name. 



To 
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Tahear the \firinking Gkeat exclaim, " That's Peter, 

*' Who makes much immortality by metre ; 

" Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 

** And cares no more for Kings than Kings for Aim /*' 

Yet one word more before we part : 

Should any take it grievoufly to heart ; 

Look melancholy,, pale, and wan, and thin,, 

Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin ; 

Put on a poor defponding face, and pine,, 

Becaufe that Peter the Divine 

Refolves to give up Painting Odes : 

By all the rhyming Goddefles and Gods, 

I here, upon a poet's word, protett, 

That if it is the world's requeft 

That I again in Lyrics iliould appear j 
Lo I rather than be guilty of the fin 
Of lofing George the Thtro one suBjECt's Jiiftf 

My Lyric Bagpipe ihall be tun'd next year. 
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THE 

LOUSIAD, 

AN 

HEROI.GOMIC POEM. 



CANTO I. 



Vrima Syncofio dignata eft ludere verfu 

Koftray nee erubuit fylvas habitare Thalia ; 

Cum canernn reges et pneUa^ Cynthius aurem 

VeUlt et admoDuit— •— ~ ViROiLt 

I, who to lately in my L^c lays 
Sung to the praifc and glory of R. A.'s j 
And fwectly tun'd to Love the melting Knc, 
With Ovid*s art, and Sappho's warmth divine ; 
Saidy (nobly daring !)■ ** Mufe, exalt thy wings, 
<< Love and the Sons of Canvas quit for Kia£^*' 
Apollo, laughing at my powers of fongy 
Cry'd, ** Peter Pindar, prithee hold thy tongue.** 
But If like PbetSi felf-rufiicient grown, 
Eeply'd| « Apollo^ prithee hold thy «vm»** 
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TO THE READER, 



GENTLE &EADER> 

IT IS neceflaty to inform thee, that hi^Majeiiy aftuallf 
difcoveredj fome time ago, as he fat at table, a Loud s 
on his plate. The emotion occafioned by the unexpe^ed 
appearance of fuck a gueft can be better imagined than 
defcribed. 

An edift was, In confequencc, pafled for fliaving the 
Cooks, SculHonSi 6cc. and the unfortunate Lotiii con* 
demned to die. 

Such is the foundation of the Lousiad.— With what 
degree of merit the Poem is executed, the vffcritical as well 
as critical Reader will decide. 

The ingenious Author, who ought to be allowed to 
know fomewhat of the matter, hath been heard privately 
to declare, that, in his opinion, the Patrachomyomachia 
of Homer, the Secchia Rapita of TaiToni, the Lutrin of 
Boileau, the Difpenfary of Garth, and the Rape of the 
Lock of Pope, are not to be compared to it ; and to ex- 
claim at the fame time, with all tiie modell aiTurance of 
an author— 

Cedite, fcriptore; Romam! ; cedite, Grail^-* 
Nil (^rtum ia terrisy Lmtjia^^y mdius. 

Whrch, for the fake of the^ mere EngUfii Reader, isthMS- 

beautifully tranilated : 

Roman and Grecian Authors, great tnd faaU^ 
- The Author «f ch« Lovfuii beats you aU. 



THE 
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THE ARGUMENT, 
/I 

THE Proemmm— Defcfiptionef theLousE's Fall — Widpry 
of hii Wife and Family — A wonderfully fublime Simile of 
a Cow — Difcoverv of the Louse by his Majcfty— The 
King's Horror ana Aftoniihmcnt on feeing him— ~equal tw 

^ that he felt at Mr. Fox's Attempt on Prerogativc'-^at Mr. 
Burke's dreadful Defalcation of the Royal Tahle««<*equal 
to that his Majefty felt in a tumble from his horfc -equal 
to the Horrors of d if appointed Venifon Eatcrs*-'-of a Scr- 

f'eant at J-aw^-of a Country Girl--of a Petit-Maitre At- 
iited by a Chimney-fwceper — of the Pcvil whea 
pinched by St. Dunstan's red-hot tongs-— of Lady 
woa8LiY*-of Sam House the Patriot— of Bii«ly 

, Ramus*— of KvNAStOM^ the ^Squire of Leatierbead'^oi 
the perjured Christopher Atkinson— of the Prince 
of AsTURMS — of the King of Spain — of Dr. Johnson* 

. and Dr. WiLSONr-Defcription of his Majetty's Heart— 
moft'naturally and wittily compared to a Dumjpling — His 
Majefty*s Speech to the Q^ieen — Her Majefty*s moft gra- 

' cious and (hort Anfwcr — ^The fhort Speech of the beauti- 
ful Princcflfes— His Majetty's rough Rejoinder— The Fear 

' that came on the Queen and her Children— beautiful 
Apoftrophe to the Princeffes— the King's Speech to the 

. I^ges — ^The King unable to eat — ^The Queen able — Th^ 
King's Orders about the Louse — Defcription of DixoN 
the Cook Major — his Speech— A Speech of the Cooks- 
Fine Simile of Bubble and Squeak 5 thought moie fub- 
lime than that of HoMER'a Black Pudding — Speech of a 
Scullion— -of a Scullion's Mate — of a Turnbroche — Noble- 

* Companion of a Tartar Monarch after he hath dined — A 
long and wife Speech of a Yeoman of the Kitchen — ^The 
Cook's Approbation of the Yeoman's Speech — Grand 
§imile of a kjHrii and its Lodgers fet on fire by Lightning 

/ —The concluding Speech oTthc Cook Major. 
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THE 

L O U S I A U 

CANTO THE FIRST. 

*pHE LousB I fing, who, from fome head Tinknoum, 

Yet bora and educated r^ear a throne, 
Dropp'd down — (fo will'd the dread decree of Fate ! ) 
Wim legs wide fprawling on the Monarch's plate : 
Far from the raptures of a wife's embrace ; 
Far from the gambols of a tender race, 
Whofe little feet he taught with care to tread 
Amidil the wide dominions of the head ; 
Led them to daily food with fond delight, 
And taught the tiny wanderers where to bite ; 
To hide, to run, advahce, or turn their tails. 
When hoftile combs attacked, or vengeful nails : 
Far from thofe pleafmg fcenes ordain'd to roam. 
Like wife UlyiTes, from his native home ; 
Yet, like that fege, though forc'd to roam and mourn, 
Like him, alas ! Jiot fated to return ! 
Who, full of rags and glory, faw his boy* 
Andtwife f again, and dog J that dy'd for joy. 
Dewn dropped the lucklete Louse, with fear appaU'd, 
And wept his wife and children as he fprawl'd. 
Thus, on a promontory's mifty brow, 
The Poet's eye, with forrow, faw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and fheep. 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy fteep ; 

* Tetemachus. f Bembpe. 

- % At^ws, for-whofc biflory, fee the Odyflcy 
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No more to reign a queen amongft the cattle^ 
And urge her rival beaus, the bulls, to battle j 
She fell,* rememb'ring ev'ry roaring lover, 
Wfth all her wild courants in fields of clover* 
Now on his legs, amidft a thoufend woes, 
The Louse, with judge-like gravity, arofe; 
He wanted not a motive to entreat him, 
Befide the horror that the King might eat him : 
The dread of gafpine on the fatal fork, 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork. 
Or drowning ^midil the fance in difmal dumps^ 
Was full enough to make him ilir his flumps. 
Vain hope of wealing unperceiv'd away I 
He might as well have tarried where he lay. 
Seen was the Louse, as with the Royal brood 
Our hungry King amus'd himfclf with food ; 
Which proves (though fcarce believ'd by one-in ten) 
That Kmgs have appetites like common men ; 
And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 
Kings feed on folids lefs refin'd than air. 
Paint, heav'nly Mufe, the look, the very look. 
That of the Sovereign's face poflefTion took. 
When iirfl he faw the Louse, in folemn flatc, 
Grave as a Spaniard, march acrofs the plate ! 
Yet, could a Louse a Bridih King furprife, 
And like a pair of fauccrs flrctch his eyes ? 
The little tenant of a mortal head. 
Shake the great Ruler of three reahns with dread ? 
Good Lord 1 (as fomebody fublim^ly fings) 
What great eiFe6ls arife from little things ! 
As maiw a loving fwain and nymph can tell, 
Who, rollbwing Nature's law, have lov'd too well I 

Not with more' horror did his eyes behold 
'Charles Fox,, that cunning enemy of old, 
When Triumph hung upon his plotting brains, 
And dear Prerogative was juft in chains : 

- * .— — Moriens dulce* rerainiirtitur Ar^os. .ViRC« 
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Not With more horror did his eye-fealb work 
Convulfive on the patriotic Burke, 
When guilty of economy, the crime ! 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true fuhlime^ 
And, cat-like, watchful: of the flefli and fifh, ^ 
Cribb'd from the royal table many a difli ; 
Saw ev'ry (lice of bread and butter cut, 
E^h apple told, and numbered ev'ry nut; 
And gaug*d (compos'd upon no fneaking fcalej 
The Monarch's belly like a caik of ale ; 
Convinc'd that, in bis fcheme of ftate-falvation, ^ 
To ftarve * the Palace, was to fave the Nafion : 
Not more j^ghaft he look'd, when, 'midft the courfe. 
He tumbled, in a ftag-chafe, from his horfe. 
Where all the Noble* deemM their Monarch dead, 
But luckily he pitch'd upon his head. 

Not Venison Eatei^ at the vanifli*d fat, 
With ftomachs wider than a Quaker's hat :. 
Not with more horror Miller Serjeant Pi. i ant 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client : 
Not with more horror flares the rural Maid, 
By hopes, by fortune-tellers, dreams, betrayed, . 
Who lees her ticket a dire blank arife, 
Too foudly thought the twenty thoufand prize. 
With which the (imple damfel meant, no doubt. 
To blcfs her faithful fav'rite, Colin Clout. 

Not with more horror flares each lengthened feature^ 
Of fome fine, fluttering, mmcmg petlt-mattre^ 
When of a wanton chimney-fweeping wag 
The beau's white yeflment feels the footy bag ; 

• His Majefty was reaHy reduced fome tihie finer to a moft, monffy- 
TRg dilemma. The apples at dinner having been, by a too great libera- 
lity to the Royal children, expended ; the King ordered a fitpply, but 
was informed that the Board qf Green Cloth would pofirively allow tio 
more." Enraged at the unexpedied and unroyal drf&ppointn^ipnt, he fin 
lioulJy put his hand into his pocket, took out fix-pcncc, feat a pige 
fiw two pennyworth ^i pippins^ and received the change. 

Vol. I. N Not 
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Not with more horror did the Devil look. 
When Dunftaij by the riofe the djEmori took, 
(As gravely fay our legendary fongs) 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 
Not Lady Worfley, chafte as many a nun, 
Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun, 
When, rais'd on high to view her naked charms. 
He held the peeping Captain in his arms : 
Like David| that moft am'rous little dragon, 
Ogling fweet Bethflieba without a rag on : 

Not more the great Sam Houfe* * with horror ftar'd, 
By mob affronted to the very beard : 
Whofe impudence (enough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd from his waving hand his fox's tail, 
And fluff 'd it, 'midft his thunders^ of applaufe, 
Full in the centre of Sam's gaping jaws, 
That, forcing down his patriotic throat, 
Of "Fox and Freedom !" flopped the glorious note. 

Not with more horror Billy Ramus f llar'd, 
When ?uff,t the Prince's hair-drefTer appear'd 
Amidft their eating room, with dread defign, 
To Jit with Pages, and with Pages dine ! 

* In Weftminfter Hall, where thtfenfe (the author was juft about to 
fay mnjenje) pf the people was to be taken on .an ele^ion, 

\ Billy Ramus-^mphatically dnd conftantly called by his Majef^y 
Billy Ramus ; one of the pages who Ihaves the Sovereign, airs his ihirts, 
reads to him, Mriltes for him, and coUeds anecdotes. 

X piifF, his Royal Highncfs's hair-drefler, who attending him at 
"Windfor, the Prince, with his ufaal good nature, ordered him -to dine 
with the Paqeft*- The pride of the Pages iramfediately' fook fire, and t 
petition was difpalched to the King and Prince, to he relieved from the 
diAtcfsfuJ (jircumftaaoe.of dining with s^Jiait-drefftr. T4iepecidoB was 
treajcd with the proper contempt, and^thc Pages commanded to receive Mr, 
Eu^ into tl^^ir mefs, or quit the table. With unfpeakable mortification 
Mr. ^imus and his brethren /w^wV/f J j but, like the ppor Gcntoos who 
i^& Lhcir Cc^f have not held up thei^ Yiz^&Jing6, 

Not 
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Not With more horror Glofter's Duchefs ftar*d, 
When (bleft in metaphor !) the King declared, 
That not of all her mongrel breed, one whelp 
Should in the Royal kennel ever yelp. 

Not more that man fo fweet, fo unprepar'd. 
The gentle fquire of Leatherhead,* was fcar*d, 
When, after prayers fo good, and rare a fermon ; 
He found his front attacked by fierce Mifs Vernon ; 
Who meant (Thaleftris-like, difdaining fear !) 
To pour htr foot in thunder on his rear : 
Who, in God's houfe,f without one grain of grace, 
Spit, like a vixen, in his Worfiiip's fnce ; 
Then (book her nails, as fliarp as taylor's fliears, 
That itch'd to fcrape acquaintance with his ears. 

Not Atkinfon % with ftronger terror ftarted 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 
When Justice, a fly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay her ferious compliments to Kit ; 
Aflt'd him a itw fliort queftions about ror«, 
And whifper!d, fhe believed he was forfwom ; 
Then hinted, that he probably would find. 
That though fhe fometimeswink'd, fhe was not blind. 

Not.more Asturias' Princefs § lod^'d affright, 
At breakiafl, when her fpoufc, the unpolite, 

* Kymfton is the name of the gentleman aflailed hj the furions 
Maid of Honwr^ for difapprbbationjDpthe lady as an acquaintance for 
his wife. 

f Veri>y in the Houfc of tlic Lord, on the Lord's Day, in the year 
of our Lord, 1785, in the village of Leatherhead, in the couiity.of' 
Surry, did this profane faiival affault take place on the phiz of 'Squire 
Kyaailon, to the difgracc of his fnmily, the wonder of the parfon, the 
horror of the clerk, and the ftupefadlion of the congregation. 

X Mr. Chriftophcr Atkinfon's airing on tl\c pillory is fufficiently 
known to the public. 

. § This. quarrel between the Prince of Afturias and his Princefs, with' 
the interference of the Spanifh Monarch, as defcribed here, is not a poetic 
fiiclbn, but an abfolutc fadt,. that happened not many months ago, 

Nz ' HurPd: 
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Hurl'd, madly h^edlefs both of time and place^ 

A cup of boiliirg coffee in her face ; 

Becaufe the fair one eat a butter'd roily 

On- which the felfifti Prince had fix'd his foul : 

Not more aftonifli'd look'd that Prince to find 

His royal father to his face unkind ; 

Who, to the caufe of injured beauty won, 

Seized on the proud probofcis of his fbn, 

( Fuft hkc i tiger of the Lybian fliade, 

Whofe fuiious claws the helplefs deer invade) 

And led him, till that fon its" durance freed, 

By afking pardon for the brutal deed ; 

l.ed him thrice round the room (the flory goes) 

Who followed with great gravity his nofe, 

RefolvM at firfl (for Spaniards are fliff (luff) 

To afk no pardon, though the fnout came off: 

Not more aftonifh'd look'd the Spanifh King,* ^ 

Whene'er he mifs'd a fnipe upon the wing : , * 

Not more aflonifli'd lookM that King of Spain, 

To fee his gun-boats blazing on the main : 

Not Do<5lor Johnfon more, to hear the tale 

Of vile Piozzi's marrying Miftrefs Thrale; 

Nor Do<flor Wilfon, child of amorous folly, 

When young JVlac Clyfter bore off Kate Macaulay.f 

What dire emotions fhook the Monarch's foul ! - 
Juft like two billiard balls his eyes 'gan roll; 
Whilfl anger all his Royal heart pofTefs'd, 
That, fwelling, wildly bump'd againfl his bread ; 
Bounc'd at his ribs with all its might fo flout, 
As refoliitely bent on jumping out, 
T* avertge, with all its powers, the dire difgrace. 
And nobly fpit in the offender's face. 

* His Moft Catholic Majerty's (hooting merits are univcrfallv ac- 
kwowlcdged. Though far advanced in years, he is ftill the admiration of 
hib fubjc<J\s, and the envy of his brother Kings, as a Shot ; and It is 
M'cll known; that even on thofcdays when the Royal Robes arc obligied 
to be woni, his breeches pockets are ftufFed with gun flints, fcrews, 
hammers, and^rher implements neuflary to the dcftruAiott of fntpes, 
partridjjCS, :.ni "wild figs. - 

f The fair, Hiftor Ian. 

ThU8 
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Thus a large dumpling to its cell coiifin'd, 

(A very apt alluiion, to my mind) 

Lies fnug, until the water waxeth hot, 

Then bullies 'mid ft the tempeft of the pot : 

In vain ! — the lid keeps^down the child of doiigh^ 

That bouncing, tumbling, fweating, rolls below. 

" What's that! what's that!" th' aftonUh'd Monarch: 
cries, 
(Lifting to pitying Heaven his piteous eyes) 
•' What monfter's that, that's got into the houfe ? 
** Look, Ibok, look, Charly ! is not that a loufe?** 
The Queen look'd down, and faid, " Mine Gote f 

" good la !" 
And with a foiile the grey-back'd stranger faw, 
Each Vrincefs ftrain'd her lovely neck to fee, 
And, with another fmile,. exclaim 'd, " Good me!" — . 
** Mine Gote ! Good me ! is that all you can fay ?" 
(Our gracious Monarch cry'd, with huge difmay.) 
^ What !" what ! a filly vacant fmife take place 
•* Upon your Majefty's and children's fece, 
** Whilft that. vile Louse (foon, foon to be unjointed !j^ 
** Affronts the prefence of the LaRn's Anointed !"' 

Dafli'd, as if tax'd with Hell's moft deadly fins> 
The Queen and Princeflfes drew in their chins,. 
Look'd prim, and gave each exclamation .o'er, 
And, very prudent, * words fpake never more/ 
Sweet Maids 1 the beauteous boaft of Britain's Iflej. 
Speak — were thofe peerlefs lips forbid to fmile } 
Lips ! that the foul of fimple Nature moves-— 
Form'd by the bounteous hands of all the Loves !! 
Lips of delight ! unftain'd by Satire's gall L 
Lips! tliat I never' ktfs'd — and never.flialL 

Now, to each trembling Page, a poor mute moufe^, 
The pious MonaR-ch cried, " Is thisysur Loufe ?*' 
*^ Ah ! Sire," (reply'd each Page with pig-like whine)/ 
** An't pieafe your Maje{iy,..it is not, mine." 
** ^0/ M/V/6 ^" (the haftyTOOnarch cried agen> 
^ What} what? what^ what? what?, who the devirs, 
^ then ?"^ 

N ^ Now 
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Now at this fad event the Sovereign, lore. 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more : 
Ijis wifer Queen, her gracious ftomach ftudying. 
Stuck moft devoutly to the beef and pudding ; 
For Germans are a very hearty fort. 
Whether begot in Hog-ftyes or a Court ; 
Who bear (which ihews their hearts are not of ftone) 
The ills of others better than their own* 

Grim Terror feiz'd the fouls of all the Pages^ 
Of different fizes, and of different ages ; 
Frightened about their penfions or their bones. 
They on each other gap'd like Jacob's Tons ! 

Now to a Page, but ijehich we can*t determinev 
• The growling Monarch gave the plate and vermin r 
" Watch well that blackguard animal," he cries, 
*' That foon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies ! 
*' Watch, Ukeacat, that vile marauding Lous e^ 
** Or George fliall play the devil in the houfe* 
" Some fpirit whifpers, that to cooks I owe 
*' The precious vifitor that crawls befow ; 
** Yes, yes ! the whffp'ring Spirit tells rrte true, 
** And fbon fhall vengeance all their locks purftiet 
** Cooks, fcourers, fcullions too, with tails of pig^ 
*'• Shaft lofe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig,'** 
Thus roared the' King; — not Hercutes fo big; 
And all the Palace echo'd — *^ Wear a wig I** 

, Fear, like an ague, ftruck the pale-nos^d Cooks^ 
And dafh*d the beef and mutton from their looks ;. 
Whilft from each cheek the rofe withdrew its red, 
And Pity blubbcr'd o*er each menacM head. 

But lo ! the great Coefft-M^joR * corneal his eyes 
Fierce as the redd'ning, flame that roafts and fries ;' 
His cheeks like bladders, with high paffion glowing^ 
Or like a fat Dutch trumpeter's when Wowbg, 

* Dixoo* 
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A neat white apron his huge cprpfe embrac'd, 
Ty'd by two comely firings about his waift : 
An apron that he purchased with his riches, 
To guard from hoftile greafe his velvet breeches^- 
An apron that, in Monmouth Street high hungv 
Oft to the winds with fweet deportment fwung. - 

" Ye fons of dripping, dn your Major look 4'' 
(In founds of deep-ton'd thunder, cry'd the Cook) 
" By this white apron, that no rriore can hope 
" To join the piece in Mifter Inkle's fliop ; 
** That oft hath held the beft of Palace meat, 
" And from this forehead wip*d the briny fweat ; 
" I fwearthis head difdains to lofe its locks ; 
** And thoCe that do' not, tell them they are Bloch ; 
" Whofe head, my Cooks, fuch vile difgrace endures) 
" Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours ? 
" Ten thoufand crawlers in that head be hatched, 
" For ever itching, but be never fcratch*d J 
" Then may the charming perquifite of greafe 
" The mammon of your pocket ne'er increafe ; — 
" Greafe ! that fo frequently Fiath brought you coin, 
" From veal, pork, mutton, and the great Sir Loin» 
" O brothers of the fpit, be firm as rocks : 
" Lo ! to lioKing on «arth I yield thefe locks. 
•* Few are my hairs behind, by age endear 'd !-— 
" But, few or many, they fhall not be ihear'd. 

" Sooner fhail Madam Schwellenberg,* the jade> 
** Yield up her fav'rite perqyilites of trade j 
** Xjivc up her facred Majelty's old gowns, 
" Caps, petticoats, and aprons, without frowns i 
** She I who fpr ever (Indies mifchief — She 1 
" Who foon will be as bufy as a bee, 
** To get the liberty of locks enflav'd,^ 
** And ev'ry harmlefs cook arid fcuUion fbav't— 
** She,' if by chance a Briti/i Servant Maid, 
** By fome infinuating tongue betray'^dj 

* Utftrtf% cf tbe Robes to her Maje^y. 

, « Induced 
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" Induced the fair forbidden fruit to tafte, 
** Grows, lucklefs, fomewhat bigger in the waift j 
*' Rants, ftorms, fwears, turns the penitent to door, 
*' Grac'd with the pretty names of B — ch and W ■ > 
" To range a proflitute upon the Town, 
" Or, if the weeping wretch think better,.drown :— 
-" But, if a German Spider- bruftier fails, 
" Whofe nofe grows (harper, and whofe fhape tells tales f. 
** HiifhM is th* affair — the Qjieen and She, good danie^ 
" Both club their wits to hide the growing fhame ; 
" To wed her, get fome fool — I mean fome wfe man j 
** Then dub the prudent cuckold an Exciieman — - 
** She ! who hath got more infolence and pride, 
*' God mend her heart ! than half the world befide : 
** She ! who, of guttling fond, fluffs down more meat,, 
" Heav'n help her flomach ! tlian ten men can eat ! 
** Ten men ! aye, more than ten — the hungry hag ! 
*' Why, zounds ! the woman's ftomach's like a bagt 
" She ! who will fwell the uproar of the houfe, ' 
** And tell the King damn'd lies about the loufe ;. 
" When probably that loufe (a vile old trull !) 
** Was born and nourifli'd in her own gray fculL 

** Sooner the room fhall buxom Nanny * qBit> 
** Where oft fhe charms her mafler with her wit j 
•* Tells tales of ev'ry body, ev'ry thing,^ 
*' From honeft courtiers to the thieves who fwing-** 
*' Waits on her Sov'reign while he reads difpatches^ 
•' And wifely winds up flate affairs or watches. 

" Sooner the Prince (may Heav*n his'income mend LJ 
•* Shall quit his bottle, miflrefs, Or his friend ;. 
** Laugh at the drop on Misery's languid eye, 
** And hear her linking voice without a (igh ; 
" Break* for the wealth of realms his facred word^ 
*' And let the world write cinvard on his fword ; 

* Buxom Nanny — a female feivant . of the ]?alace^ who conflantly 
attends the King. yftAXi he tcads diipatchcs^ 

SoODjCT 
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" Sooner (hall ham from fowl and turkey part^ 

" And fluffing leave a calf's or buUock*s heart : 

** SooatT ihall toafted cheefe take leave of muflard, 

" And fronn the codlin tart be torn the cuflard : 

" Sooner thefe hands the glorious haunch (hall fpoilj • 

" And all our melted butter turn to oil : 

" Sooner our pious King, with pious face, ; 

" Sit down to dinner without faying grace ; 

" And ev'ry night falvation prayers put forth, 

" For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North : 

" Sooner fhall fafliion order frogs and fnails, 

" And difh-clouts flick eternal to our tails ! 

** Let George view Ministers with furly looks> 

" Abufe 'em, kick 'em — but revere his Cooks -1'^ 

" What, lofe our locks !*' reply 'd the roafling crew^i 
** To Barbers yield 'em.!-^Damme if we do ! . . ' 
** Be Ihav'd like foreign dogs one daily meets, 
•' Naked and blue, and fhiv'ruig in the flreets ! 
** And from the Palace be afham'd to range, ' 
" For fear the world, fhould think we had the mange, 
** By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 
" Broad grinning wli — res, and ridiculing wives !"— 

** Roufe, Opposition !" roar'd a tipfey Cook, 
With hands a-kimbo, ai>d bubonic look; — 
" 'Tis She alone our noble curls can keep— 
** Without HE?, Ministers would fall afleep : 
** 'Tis she who makes great men — our Foxes, Pitts^ 
" And fharpens, whetflone-like, the Nation's wits : 
** Knocks off your knaves and fools, however great, 
** And, broom-like, fweeps the cobwebs .of the State ; 
" In cafks like fulphur that expels bad air, 
*' And makes, like thunder-claps, foul weather^fair j 
** A^ls, like a gun, that, fir'd at gather'd foot, 
" Preferves the chimney and the houfe to boot : 
" Oc, like a fchool-boy's whip, that keeps up tops, 
" The finking Realm, by flagellation, props. 
" Our Monarch mufl not be indulg'd too far ; 
" Bcfides ! I love a Httle bit of war* 

• • « Whether 
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*' Whether to crop our curls he boafts a right, 

" Or not, I do not care the Loufe's bite ; 

" Btit then, no force-work! No! No force, by Heaven ! 

" Cooks! Yeomen! Scourers! we will not be driv'n. 

" Try but to force a pig againft his will, 

*' Behold the llurd^^ gentleman ftands ftijl ! 

" Or, p'rhaps, (his pow'r to let the driver know) 

*' Gallops the very road he (hould not go— 

** No force forme ! — The French, the fawning dogs^ 

" £*fcn let th^i lofe their freedom, and'^t frogs ; 

" Damme !^ I hate each ^^Sitfoup-meagre^zi'-^ 

*' Give me my darling liberty and beef." 

He Tp^ke— and from his jaws a hiinp- he (lid, 
And, (wearing, manful flung to earth his qxiid* 
iflien fivelling Pride forbade his tongue to reft, 
Whilft wild emotions labour's in his breafl — 
Now founds confus'd his anger, made him mutier. 
And, when he thought on fhaving, curfes fphittc;r. 
Such is the found (the (imile's not weak) 
Form'd by what mortals Bubble ^ call and Sqitea^ 
When 'midft the frying-pan, in accents favage,' 
The beef To fttrly quarrels with the cabbage. 

** Be fhav^d !" a Scullion loud^begaii to bellowj^ 
Loud as a parifh bull, or poor Othello^ 
Plac*d by that rogue Iajgq upon thorns : 
With all the horrors of a pair of horns : 
I^oud as th' Exciseman f ftruggling for his life, 
And panting in a mod inglorious ftrife; 

Whcft 

* The modeft author bf the EousiAb- muft do htmWf the juftice 
to ifcciare here, th^t his firailc of tire ^bbte and<'Sque»k is viftly more 
natural and more fublime than Htukier's black, pudding ida a gridir<Mi» 
illuftrating the mcitions and emotions of his Hero Ulyifes. 

■ . , Vide Odyssey. 

f This affoir happened a few years fincc. — An Excifeman feizing 
fome fmuggjcd goods hrfpfiiging to a ftinccfs, a relation of the Girrat 
Frederic, her Highncfs icjl upon the poor ^at de Cave^ and almaft 
-icratclic4'^eycs out : the Exciferaan'piade a formal complaint to the 
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When on his face the fmuggling Princefs fprung^ 
And,, cat-like clawing, to his vifage clung. 

" Be fliav'd; like pigs !" rejoin'd the fcullion's mate, 
His difh-clout fhaking, and his pot-crcwn*d pate : 
" What barber dares it, let him watch his nofe, 
** And, airfe me ! dread the rage of thefe ten toes." 
So faying, with an oath to raife one's hair, 
He kicked with threat'ning foot the yielding air. 

Thus have I feen an Ass (baptiz'd a Jack) 
Grac'd by a Chimneysweeper on his back,> 
Prance, fiiort," and fling his heels with liberality, 
In imitatioaof a HORSE of QfUALiTY, 

" Be fhav'd !" an uiiderftrapper Titrnb&oche cry*d 
In all the foaming energy of pnde— 
" Zounds ! let us take His Mjyefly in hand * 
*' The King fhall find he lives at our command-: 
•* Yes ; let him know^ with all his wondrous ftatc, 
" His teeth and ftomach on our wills fliall wait ; 
" ^,rule the platters, w^ command the fpit, 
** And George (hall have his mefs when we think fit; 
" Stay till ourfihves iliall condefcend to eat, 
** And then, if mye think proper, have bis meat." 

Thus having itdi on venifon rather coarfe,~ 
A colt, or crocodile, or diih of horfe. 
The Tartar quits his fmoaky hut with fcorn, 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the- world his horn ; - 
And treating Monarchs like his flaves or fwine^^ 
Informs tHem they have liberty to dine. 

" Heav'ns!" cry'd a Yeoman, with much learabg, 
" grac*d, 
In books as well as meat, a man. of tafte, 

Itinj, begging to be relieved from tlic difgrace. The gallant Monarch 
returned for anfwcr, that he gave up the duties ta his fcoUfm the Prin- 
cefs ; but cotild not conceive how the hand of a fair Lady could ii (honour 
the face of an JExcifcman, 

Who 
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\Vho read with vaft applaufe the daily news, , ' 

And kept a dole acquaintance with the Muse ; 

Conundrum, rebus made, acroflic, riddle ; 

AAd,fung his dying fonnets to the fiddle, 

When Love, with cruel dart, the murd'ring thie^ 

His heart had fpitted, like a piece of beef; 

** Are thefe,*' he faid, " of Kings, the whims and jokes ? 

" Then Kings can be as mad as common folks. 

" Dame Nature, when a Prince's head (he makcsj 

"No more concern about the infide takes 

** Than of the infide of a bug's or bat's, 

** A flea's, a grafshopper's, a cur*s, a cat's ! 

•' As carelefs as the Artist, tnmks defigning, 

*' About the trifling circumftance of lining ; 

" Whether of Cuml?criand he ufe the plays, 

"• Mifs Burney's novels, or Mifs Seward's lays ; 

" Or facred dramas of Mifs Hannah More, 

" Where all the Nine, with little Moses, fnore; 

" Or good 'Squire Pindar's Odes, or Wharton's flick ; 

" Or Horace Walpole's Doubts upon King Dick, 

" Who furious drives, at times, his old goofe quill, 

** Oil Strawlt*rry, (Reader I) notth' Jonian Hill; 

" Whether he dooni'd the Royal Speech to cling, 

** ,Or t^a/4! of Lords and Commons to the King ; 

** Where o«e begs money, and the ot/iers grant, 

" So eafy, freely, friendly, complaifan^ 

" As though the caili were really all their own, 

*' To purchafe knick-knacks * that difgrace a throne. 

" Ah, me ! did people know what trifling things 

" Compofe thofe idols of the earth call'd Kings^ 

** Thoie counterparts of that important felhw^ 

** The children's wonder — Signor Punchinello; 

•* Who flrut upon the flage this hour away ; 

** His outfide gold — his infide rags and hay ; 

•■* T^c Civil Lift, wc. arc inclined to thinkj feels deficiencies from toys 
—i^For an inftance, we will appeal to Mr. Cumming's non-dcfcrip^of a 
tiinc-piccc at the QoceR's Houfe, which coft nearly two thoufand 
p-iiin.lD. The fame artift is alfo allowed 200/. ftr awutm to keep the 
bauble 4n repair. \ 

• I , " N> 
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^ Uo more as Gop's Vicegerents would ibty ttnht^ 
* Nor majce the woild cat throats for Right iDiviNS^ 

** Thofc L6Rbs of Eiifth, at dihifer, we have fccii> 
** Sunk, by th* mereft trifles, with the fplecn — 
** Oft for an ill-dreff d egg have heard them grbaoi 
** And fcen tfiem iJuaiTOtbr a tnutton b6he: 
** At fait or vinegar, with paffion^fume, 
'^ And kick dogs, chairs, aftd pages, rotind the¥oo^> 

" Alas ! how often have wi heard thetti g^rx^ 
** Wliene'er the rufhing rain liath fpoil^ a hunt ! 
** Their fanguine wilhes crofs'd, their (pints ck>gg*d, 
•* Mere riding difhclouts home^^'ard they have jogg'd ; 
** Poor imps I the fport ( with all their pride and pow'r) 
** Of Nature's diuretic ftreann — a fliow'r ! 
" This w^, the adors in the farce, perceive; 
♦* But tkls the Jifiaftt wftrW willne'er belierev 
** Who fancy Kings to all the virtues boi^, 
•* Ne*er by the vulgar dorms of pafBon tom^ 
•' But, bleft with fouls focahn, Uke fummer fea% 
" That fniile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 
^ Who think that Km os^ on wiidom always fed^ 
*' Speak Sentences like Ba^^on's brazen head ; 
*' Hea# from their lips the vileft nonfimfe fall^ 
" Yet think fbme hbv'nly fpirit dilates all^ 
" Conceive their bodies <x celeftial clay^ 
" And, though all ailment, facredl from decays 
^^ To nods and fmiles their eaping homage brings 
" And thaiik their Gx>'d their feyes have feen a Kiifc! 
** Lord ! in the circle wlien our Rqyal Master 
" Pours out his words as faft as hail, or fafler, 
" To country 'Squires, and wives of country 'Squires | 
" Like ftuck pigs ftaring, how each oaf admires / 

* This is partly* picture of tlie Uft rtign is \vell as tk<i ]>refent. Hi* 
paflions of George the Secokid were of the knoft impetuous Iciiid — his hnt 
and his favourite MinilHr^ Sir Robert Walpole, were too frequently lb« 
fuot-bal^s of his iU-humour— -nftVy poor Queen Caroline crime in fir a. 
Ibare of his foot benevolence. Bur 'he was a Princc'of vitlucs-^i/ />/»>'<• 
nifent, non eg* paucis •ffffid^r maeu/is. 

yoL,L o ^ « t^- 
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" Lo ! ev'ry fyllable becomes a..GEM ! . 

** And if, by chance, the Monarch cough, or hero, 

*' Seiz'd with th« iymptoms of a deep fui^f^ 

** T^hcir joints with rcy*rence tremble, axid their eyes 

" Roll wonder firftj. then, (hrinUng back with teatty 

'" Would hide behind the brains, :were.any there. 

** How taken is this idle. world by fliow ! . 

** fiirttv riches, ar^ the Baals to whotp'we bow; 

** Preferring, with a foul as black as fopt, 

" A roguron horfeback, to a faint on foot* 

** See France, fee Portugal, Sicilia, Spain, 

** And mark the defert of each Despot's brain; 

.*' Whofe tongues ihould never treat with taunts a Fool; * 

** W^o prove that nothing is tdo mean to rule. 

" What could the Prince, high^tow'ring likeafieepk^ 

•* Without the Majesty of Us the People ? 

** Go, like the King- of Babylon,* to grafs, 

•'Or wander, like a beggar, with a pafs ! 

** However modern Kings may Cooks defpife, 

Warriors and Kii^Gs were- cooks, or Hift'ry Bes.--* 
** Vat roclus broil'd beef-fteaks.to quell his hunger: 
<* The n?ighty Agamemnon potted conger !— 
" And Charles of Sweden, *midft his guns and drums, 
** Spread his own bread arid butter with his thumbs. 
*' Be fhav*d !— No ! — fooner pill'ries, jails, the (locks, 
** Shall pinch this corpfe, than Barbers fcratch my 
« locks." 

" Well haft thou faid," a Scourer bold rejoin'd ; 
" Damme ! I love the man who fpeaks his mind." 
Then in his arms the orator he took, . \. 

And fwore he was an angel of a Cook. 
A while he held him with a,Cornifti hug; 
^Then feiz'd, with glorious grafp, a pewter mug, 
Whofe ample womb nor cyder held, nor ale, 
But ne£bar fit for Jove, and brew'd by THRALE^i 
** A health to Cooks," he cried, and wav'd the pot^ 
•* And he who fighs for titles is a fot— * . 

* Nebuchadnezzar. 

i « Let 
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** Let Dukes and Lords the .world in wealth furi>afs ; , 

" Yet many a lion's ikin conceals an afs: 

" Lo ! this is one amongft my golden rules : 

** To think the greateft men the greateft fools : 

** The'GREAT are judges of an opera fong, 

" And fly a Briton's for a eunuch's tongue ; 

** Thus idly Iquand'ring for a fqiiall their riches, 

" To feirit with rapture at thofe cats in breeches. 

" Accept this truth from me, my lads — the man ' 

" Who firft found out a fpit, or frying-pan, 

" Did ten times more towards the public good, 

** Thaii all the tawdry titles finte the flood : 

*' Titles ! that Kings may grant to aflcs, mules j 

** The fcorn of fage?, and the boaft of fools." 

He ended— All the Cooks exclaim'd, « Divine !" 
Then whifper'd one another, 'twas " damn'dfine!'* 
Thus fpoke the Scouker like a man infpir'd, 
Whofe fpeech the h e r o e s of the kitchen fir 'd : 
Grooms, mailer fcourers, fcuUions, fcuUions' rtiate3> 
With all the averfeers of knives and plates, ' 
Felt their brave fouls like frifky cyder work. 
Whizzing in oppofition to the cork : 
Earth's Potentates appear'd ignoble things, 
And Cooks of greater confequence than Kings ; 
Such is the pow'r of words, where truth unites, 
And fuch the rage that injured worth excites ! 
The Scourer's fpeech, indeed, with reafon bleft. 
Inflamed with godlike ardour all the reft. 
Thus if a bam Heav'n's vengeful lightning draw. 
The flame ethereal darts amongft the ftraw ; 
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazles, mice and ratSf 
And (if unfortunately moufing) cats ; 
All foel the fierce devouring fire in tjirn, 
A'hd; minglingin one conflagration, burik 

** Sons of the Spit," the Major cry*d again, 
** Your warlike fpeeches prove you bleft with brain j 
" Brain \ that Dame Nature gives not ev'ry head, 
** But filb the vaft vacuity with lead I 
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^ Yet ere for oppdfition we. prepare, 
** And bravely battle in the caiufe of HaircI 
• ^* Methiiiks 'twould be but decent to petition^ 
*' And tell the King with firmnefs our condition i 
*^ Soon as our fad complaint he hears us utter, . 
•* His gracious heart may melt away like butter ^ 
*^ Fair Mercy (bine amidft our gloomy houfe,. 
** Apd i^ngjer*d Ma,^9TV forg|et the Lovsj^.'* 



ADVERTISE. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

A S many people peifift in their incredulity with refpedf to» 
r*" the attack maae by the Barbers on the heads of the- 
liarmlefs Cooks, I fhall exhibit a lift of the unhappy fuf- 
ferers: it is the Palace Tift, .and therefore as autnentic a8» 
the Gaarctte*. ' 



A true Lifi cf the Shaved at Buckingham Houfe-^ 

Two Mafter Cooks, i Two Soil-carriers, 
Three Yeonaen ditto,. L Two Door-keepers,- . 
Four Grooms, L Eight Boysy 
Three Children, 7 Five Paftry People, 
Two Mafter Scourcrs> / Eight Silver Scullery, for 
Six Under Scourers, / laughing at the Cooks- 
Six Turnbroches, V 

In all, fifty-one. 

A young, man, named John Bear, would not fubmit,. ancfi 
loft his place* 
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HEROI-COMIC POEM. 



CANTO 11.. 



^ ' ^Us ah'incifto** H«R a ci» 

« As it wa^. 10 tlm beginniogy it. now> and evtr fhall be, werld wUhi*- 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

INVOCATION to the Mufes— Degeneracy of modern poet* 
—The ragged ftate of the ladies of Parnaflus— ^ad con-- 
ditioa of T^rds— Praife of Mr. Weft's great pi^ure of 
King Alexander and the Stag — More invocation to the 
Mufes— rThe tricks ofthofc Ladies — ^Theirimpofitions on 
Poets and Poetefles — A oontj^liment to King George and 
Dr. Herfchell, on their intimacy with, the Moon, and 
important difcoveries in that planet— -Invocation to- 
Apollo*-Invocation to ConCcieiicf— Confcience defcribed ' 
—The great powers of tdnfcience-^More invocation ta 
Confcience— Truth and Falfehood, their fituations— f- 
More invocation to Confcience— -The praife of Royal 
economy and a Hanoverian .College— -Addrefs to Gottm- 

§ en— More Invocation to'Confcience-— Mr. Haftings's 
ulfe, Mrs. Hafting's bed and cradle properly treated— - 
More words to Confcience— The fatal power 9f Confci- 
cnce.over tlie late Mr. VbAe aid Ij)x:d flive-'-^Addref*- 
to Fame— A re^tieft to the aforefaid Gentlewoman, in- 
Ilru6ting her how to difpofe of fomc of her trumpets — 
Defcription of her ^nz/©- votaries- —The Bard blufliing. 
for the quantity of invocation— -Proceifion of his Epic 
Poem— Madame Schy^ellen^ejrg defcribed with a plate of 
ham — Account of her birtn, parentage, and education— ^ 
Account of Pride — Madam* 5chwellcnberg'» vifit to the 
King—His Majefty's moft gracious fpeech— Madame 
Schwellenberg's anfwers— Addrefs to Readers on Ladies^ 
fwearing — Sir Francis Drake, the Steward of the^pufe- 
' hold, defcribed— .not to be co'nfo^indied ^rth the famous^ 
• Sir Francis Drake, vyho died near 200 years ago— -The 
perquifit'es of the prefent' Sir'Franfcis - - -iJefc'rib^tibn 'of 'tl\e 
drning-room belonging to the Cooks at BuckingKkniF 
Houfe— The entertainment and utenfils of this room-— 
Dixon the Cook-Major's Speech— Story of a Nabob and- 
a Beggar — Cook-Major Dillon's fpeech in €ontinuatioQ« 
— Speech ofanotherCookr— The Cooks in the dumps* -«• 
The Cook-Major's rejoinder to the Cook's fpeech-— A^ 
very fenfible fpeech — Conclufion with a beautifuL (imile-- 
•^'-The petitioa oi the Cooks. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

ICrYMPHSoftheiacredfeaAty arounid wboie bfbk 
«i-^ Bards rufh ux droves, like cart-horfes, to drink ;, 
Dip their dark boards amidft your fbeams fo dsari 
And, whilft they gulp it, wifh it ale or beer : 
Far more delighted to poflefs, I ween, ^ 
Old Calvert's hrewhoufe for their Hippocrene;; 
And bleft wlth'bee^ thdr ghoftly forms to fiU^ 
Make Dolly's chophouie their Aonian hill ; 
More pleas'd to hear kniv^, forks, in concert joi% 
Thaa all th^ tinkling cymfaab^of the Nine ; 
Affift me-^ye wlio themes fubliovs purfne, 
With fcarce a ihift^ a flocking, or a flioe ! 
Such pow'r have fatires, epigrams, and odes, 
As make ev'n bankrupts of ue bom of gods. 
As well ss mortal bards, who oft bewail 
Their unfuccefsful madrigals in jail, 
Where penn'd, like hapleis cuckoos, in a cage. 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage ; 
Deck the damp walls with verfe of various quality^ 
And, from their prifonsy mount to immortality. 

Ah ! tell me where is now thy bluih, O Shame ! 
Shall bards through y^/Zr explore the road to Fame ^ 
Xike fouls of Papifts in their way to glory, 
Doom'd at the half-way houfe^ caU'dFur^atory, 
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To burn, before they reach the realms of light. 

Like 0I4 tobacco-pipes, from black to white ? 

Yet let me fay again, that powerful rhyme 

Hath lifted poets to a flate fublime ; 

Tq lofty pill'ries rais'd their iacred ears 

High o'er the heads of marvelling compeers, 

Whofe eggs, potatoes, turnips, and th^r tops, 

Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops \ 

Blefl flate ! that gives each fair exalted mein, 

To grace in pnnt a monthly magazine ; 

And deck tKe fhops with fwect engravings dreft| 

*Midfl angels, finners, faints of Mifler West ; 

Where brave King Alexander ^p4d|&eI)EBR| 

A noble buflUng hodge-podge fhallVppear, 

Profii tl^at fapi'd piAure * w^gh oiy w,oude|:dreyj^. . ^ 

And pour'd its braz^h'iplcmjprs on the vfew)^ '/ * 

Bright as the pictures that with glorious jriafej ' * '. 

Oii pcftt-houle high, in-pia;adi% ftarb,^ *''; . . 

Where lions feem to roarj iartd'tigi?riVft>wI, • 

Hyaenas whine, and wolves in concCTt Howl 5 

And, by tSieir goggling eyes and fiiripns gr^j 

Inform what (haggy devils'Iodge witHiri. ' * 

YeiNYVFKs who, fond of fun^ fuU maniy a ^dirfftp 
Mount on a jack«a6 mkny^ a chil4^:f yhymfe, '! . . 
And make him think, a^de'l^sibrayifig haMjc, 
He moves fubfime on Fegafui's back i' n'. ^ 
Ye Muses, 6ft by braintefs pOjCts tbtight ■■' ^ 
To bid the ftanaca chime, ' and fwell' wuh thouglit ; 

Who, whelping for Oblivion, fain would uire 

Their whining. puppies 'from l!he fuUen Wa^^j 
AflTifl me 1' yk who vifit towns an]d hoviils,''*' 
To teach our girls in bibs tbeke dut miiUy • ^ 
And vr^t with fcom' (far»o^^:krl(twledge'^dyinig) 
The humble art of making f^« or^ p^jddfcg :' ' ^' 
Who bid our S^phofe of their vcrfe be. yain^ 
•And fency all Parnaflus in their fcrain ? '' ' ^" '. '- 

* A whole acre of canvas fo dai^ed by colour as to give it thcjip- 
^ An* 
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And, 'mid 'the buftle of their lucubrations, 
Take downnght tnadnefs for your infpirations ; . 
Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line^ 
' Who tafte a rapture equal, George, to thine, 
When, bled at Datchet, through thy Herschbll^s 

glafs, 
That brings from diilant worlds a horfe, an afs, 
A tree,: a windmill, to the curious eye. 
Shirts, (lockings, blankets, that on hedg^ dry. 
Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings loon, 
Unfated'feaft on wonders in the Moon ; 
Where Her so hell on volcanoes, mountains, poieSf 
And happy N a tu r e*s true fublime explores ; 
Whilft thou, fo modeft, (wonderful to tell ! ) 
On LUNAR /r^« art content to dwell. 
Flies, graishoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckoo fpittle; 
In fliort, delighted with the world of little ; 
Which West (hall paint, and grave Sir JosEpft Bakks 
Receive from tliy. liiftoric mouth with thanks ; ' ' 

Then bid the vermin on the journals ♦ crawl. 
Hop, jump, and flutter, to amufe us all. 

And thou, great Patron + of the doubje quill, 
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill,. . 
A pretty kind of double-barrel'd gun, 
Mcrre giv'n to tragic than to comic fun; 
Aufpicious Patron of the paunch and backs 
Of thofe all-daring rafcals chri(^enM quacks, 
To whom our purfe and lives are legal plunder. 
Who, hawk-like, keep the human (pedes under : 

God of thofe gentlemen of jingling brains. 
Who, ioT, their 9wn amuf entente print their (trains :/ 
Strains that ne'er foar'd bevond the beetle's flight, 
Save oh the- pinions of a (chool-boy's kite; 
Strains arrant (Grangers to a depth profound. 
Save when deep pilgrimaging under ground, ! 
In humble rags, like Tinners in a mine, 
They pay their court to Cloacina's (hrine ; 

* Of die Royal Society. ' f AfoUo. 

^ Sttrains 
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Strains ihstf no ray of light or warmth proclain% 

Save Mf hen, comtnitted to the fire, they flamd; 

Strains that a circulation never found. 

Save when they tum'd on beef or ven'fon round : 

Oh ! aid, as lofty Homer (ays, my mnt/e 

To fing fublime the Monarch and the Lousb ! 

Nymphs, Phoebtts, in myfir^ heroic chapter 
I fliould have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture : 
Thus to forget my friends u^s not fo clever ; 
But, {ky» ms proverb, ** better late than never.** 
Well I fincc I'm in the invocation trade, 
To CoKsciEKCE let my compliments be psud— 

Conscience, a terrifying little fprite, 
That, bat-like, winks by day, and wakes by night ; 
Hunts through the heart's dark holes each lurking vice^ 
As fiiarp as weafels hunting eggs or mice : 
Who, when the lightnings flafh, and thunders crack, 
Makes our hair briftle like a hedgehog's back ; 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion \ 
Uplifts our faint-like eyes with dread devotion ; 
Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms with Hcav^n^ 
And prbmife miradcs to be forgiv'n ; 
Bids lpe6tres rife, not very like the Graces ; 
With goggling eycSj black beards, and Tyburn faces ; 
With Icenes of fires of glowing brimftone fcares, 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 
For roafting, broiling, frying, fricafleeing 
The Soul, that fad offending little Being; 
That (lubborn fhilf, of falamander make, 
Proof to the ^ry of the burning lake, 

O Conscience ! thou flrait jacket of the fou^ 
The madding failles of the bard controul ; 
Who, when inclin'd, like brother bards,, to Ue, 
Bring Truth's neglected form before his eye j 
t^air Maid! to towns and courts a ilranger grown^ 
And now to rural fwains almof): unknown, 
Whofe company was once their pni:!€nt choice ; 
Who once, dd^hted, Uftcn'd to her voice ; 

When 
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When in their hearts xht gentler palSon ftrovc, 
And CoKSTANCY went hand in hand with Lovt ! 
Sweet Truth, who fteals through lonely (hades along^ 
And mingles with the turtle's note her fong ; 
WhilftFALSHooD, rais'd by fycophantic tricks, 
Unbluihing," flaunts it in a coach and fix. 

Conscience ! who bid'ft our Monarch, from the 

nation, 
Send fons to Gottingen for education, 
Since helplefs Cam and Is is, loft fo knowledge, 
Are ideots to this HanoveriaR* college, 
Where finaple Science beams with orient ray ; 
The great, the glorious Athens of the day ! _ < 

So fays the Ruler of us Englifti fools, 
Who cannot judge like him of Wisdom's fchools. 

Dear attic Gottingen! to thee I bow, 
Of Knowledge, oh I moft wonderful milch cow ! 
From whom .huge pails the royal boys (hall bring, 
And give, we hope, a little to the — . 
Through Thee^ bcfides the knowledge they may reap, 
The lads fhall get their board and lodgings cheap ; 
And learn, like their good parents, to fubfift 
Within the limits of the Civil Lift ; . 

Who feldom bid a Minifter implore 
A little farther pittance for the poor, > 

Conscience! who, to th^ wonder of his Sire, 
Bad'ft from his wonted ftate a Prince retire, 
And, like a (bbjeft, humbly feek the ftiade, 
That not a tratdefman inight remain unpaid : 
An a6Hon .that the. foul 0? Envy ftiiigs — 
A deed uhhieftiioii'd in the book of Kings : 

Cow^cnewcfi ! who ftiad*ft a Monarch, by thy pow'r^ 
Send pris'ner; flic iafti'd Di'mond * to the To^*t ; , 

S^witchin^iy liiai look'd him in the face. 
And impudently fought to bribe his Grace : 

* Such is the ftory of the late fly Bulfc that ftolc into St. James's. 

Vol.!. P Where 
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Where, too, the cradle and the bed fliall ^eft. 
That On the fame damn'd errand left the Eail-^ 
Thus fell of eem and pearl the treasonous tribe, 
And beds ana cradles that would Monarchs bribe ! 

CoKsciENCE ! who now canfl like a car.-'iorfe draw ; 
Now, lifelcfs finking, fcarcely lift a draw ; 
So different are thy pow'rs at different times, 
Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes I 
Thiou ! who at times cauft like a Hon roar 
For one poor iixpence; yet, like North, canft fnore, 
Though, rapine, murder, try to opp thine eyes, 
And raging Well with ail its horrors' rife ; 
Whofc eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame. 
Yet wink at full-blown crimes that blaft a name ! 

O Conscience! who didft bid to madnefs work 
(So great thy pbw'r) the brain of haplefs York, 
And mad'fl him cut from ear to ear his throat, 
That lucklefs fpoiPd his patriotic note ; 
Yet want^'fl itrength to force from his hard eye 
One drop— who hdp^d him to yon fpangled (ky ; 
Whofe damned pray'rs, feign'd tears, and tongue of art. 
Won on the weaknefs of his honed heart! 
Poor York ! without a flone whofe reliques lie. 
Though Virtue mark'd thefmurder with a figh ! 

O Conscience ! who to CIive didft give the knife 
That.defp'rate plun^ng, took his forfeit life j 
Who, lawlefs plund'rer, in his wild career, 
Whelm'd Asia's eye with woe, and heart with fear; 
Whofe wheels on carnage rolPd, and, drench'd with 

blood. 
From gafping Nature forc'd the blufhing flood ; 
Whilff Havock, panting with triumphant breath, 
Nerv'd his red arm, and hail'd the hills of deatb.*^ 
And now to thee, O lovely Fame, I bend ; 
X«t all thy trympcts this great work commend .? ^ 

Give one a?picce to all the leam'd Reviews, 
Ai>d bid them found the labours of the Muie ; 

Give 
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Give to the Magazines a trumpet each, 
And let the fwelling note to doonlfday reach : 
To daily News-papers a trumpet give ; 
Thus iliall my epic drain for ever live : 
Thus fliall nw book defcend to diftant.timcs. 
And rapt poueFity relbund my rhymes. 
By future Beauties fliall each tome be preft, 
And, with their Isipdogs, live a. parlour gueft. 

Thee, dearcft Fame, fome mercenaries hail, 
Merely to gain their labours a good falc; 
Or rife to rair preferment by thy tongue, 
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of fong : 
Juft as the hypocrites fay pray'rs, fing pfalms, 
Bcftow upon the blind and cripple alms ; 
Yield glory to the Pow'r who rules above, 
Not from a principle of heavenly love. 
But, fneaking rafcals ! to obtain, when deady 
A comfortable lodging over head, 
When forc'd by age, or dodors, or their fpoufes^ 
The vagrants quit their fubluuary baufes. 

"With tirefome invocation having done, 
At length onr glorious Epic may go on. 
Lo ! Madani So h w e^ l e n b^e r 6, inclined to cram^ 
Was wondrous bufy o'er a plate of ham ; 
A ham that once adorn'd a German pig, 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-afs big j 
In woods of JVeftj>haIy by hunters fmitten. 
And fcnt a preient to the Queen of Britain. 

But ere we ferther march, ye Mufes, fay 
Somewhat of Madam Schwellenberg, I pray. 
If ancient poets mention but a horfe. 
We read his genealogy of courfe : 
Oh ! fay, fliall horfes boaft the deathlefs line. 
And o'er a LaJfs lineage deep the Nine ? 

By virtue of her father and her nriothcr, 
Tlu5 woman faw the light without much pother; 

P a Thac 
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That is- — no grand coramolions fliook our. earth ; 

Apolio danc'd no hornpipe at her birth, 

To fay to what perfedion Ihe was born, 

What wit, what wifdom fhouid the Nymph adorn : 

No bees around her lips in clufters hung, 

To tell the future fweetnefs 'of her tongue ; 

Around her cradle perch'd no cooing dove, 

To mark the foul of innocence and lave ; 

No fmiling Cupids round her cradle play'd, 

To fhow die future conquefts of the maid, 

Whofe charms would make the jealous fex her foes, 

And with their lightnings blaft a thoufand beaus. 

Indeed the Mufe muft own a trifling pother 

Sprung up between the father and the mother ; 

For, after taking methods how to gain her, 

Tiiey knew not how the devil they fliould maintain her. 

Heav'ns ! what I ho prodigy attend ier birth, 
Who awes the greateft palace upon earth ? 
Yes! a black cat round the bantling fquaird, 
Join'd its young cries^ and all the houie appalPd : 
Now here, now there, he fprung with vifage wild. 
And made a bold attempt to kifs tlie chiW ; . 
Bats pourM in hideous hoib into the room, / 
•And, imp-like, flitting, formed a fudden gloom ; 
Then to the cradle rufh'd the darkening throng. 
And, raptuf'd, Ihriek'd congratulating fong ; 
' Which fong, in concert with the fqualls of pufs, 
Seem'd, in plain German, " T&ou art one of us.'* 
In Strelitz firft this Dame the light efpy'd. 
Born to a good inheritance of pride ; 
For, however paradoxical it be, 
P*ipE -pigs with people of a low degree. 
As w-Vil as with your folks of fortune ftruts ; 
Like r)its that live in palaces or huts; 

tb^gs, an animal of pompous gait, 
at dwell in beds of ftraw, or beds of ftate ; 
monkeys vile, whofe tooth inglorious grapples, 
P^ow with anaijas, now with rotten apples. 

Hail, 
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Hair, ProTEcrs Prtde, whofe various powers of throat 

Caa fwell the trumpet's loud and faucy note ; 

And if a meaner air can ferve thy turn, 

In panting, cpjiVring foimds of jews-harps, mourn! 

Hail, Prid-e, companion of the great and lil^tk^ 

So abje6V^ who canft lick a patron's fpittfe ; 

Whine like^ fneaking puppy at his door. 

And turn the hind part of thy wig before; 

Nay, if he orders, turn it infide outy 

And wear it, Merry-Andrew like, about ; 

Heed not the grinningworld a fingle ru(h, 

But bear its pointed fcorn without a blufli ! 

Yet fain wouldft thou tiie crouching world beftridCf 

luft like the Rhodi ak Bully o'er the tide ; 

The brazen wonder of the worid of yore, 

That proudly ftretch'rf his tegs' from fhore to- ftiore^ 

And law of Greece the loftieft navy travel, 

In dread fubmifiion, tinderneatii his navd^ 

So much for Pride — great, little, humHc, vain ; 
And now for Madam Schwellenberg again. 

Wlttther the Nymph could ever boaft a grace^ 
That deign'd to pay a vifit to her face. 
The Muse is ignorant, file mufl allow ; 
Yet knows tliis truth, that not one fparkle» mw^ 
If ever bcautiies, in delight excelling,. 
Charm'd on her cheek, they slong have left their dwelling* 
This Nymph a mantua- maker was, I weeny 
And priz'd for cheapnefs by our faving Queen,' 
Who (wherc's tjic mighty harm of loving money ?)* 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey^^^ 
And plac'd b«r in a moil important fphere— - 
Insp^ctilbss Geneeal o/ the Royal Geer^ 

Soon as-this woman heard the Loufe's tale. 
At once fhe tqrn'd, like wall* of plainer, pale- 
But firft the ham of Weftphaly fhe gobbled, 
And thca to fcek the Lord's Anointed hobbfcdr 
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Him fuH of wrath^ like Peleus' fon of yore, 
When Agamemnon took away his wh — , 
In all the bitternefs of wrath fhe found ; 
The Qacea and Royal Children ftaring round. 
*' O Swelfy /"t-thus the maddenM Monarch roar'd, 
Whilft wild impatience winged each rapid word ; 
For, lo ! the folcmn march of graceful' fpeech, 
The King lo^g fince'had bid to kifs his b— h. 
The broken language that his mouth affords 
Are heads and lails, and legs and wings of words, 
That give imagmation's laughing eye 
A lively pi^ure of a giblet pye, — 

" O iweUy^ Swelly /" cry 'd the furious Kipg, 
•* What ! what a dirty, filthy, nafty thing ! — 
** That thus you come to eafe my angry mind, 
** Indeed is very, very, very, very kmd. — 
" What's your opinion, h^el" — the Monarch rav'd ; 
** Yes, yes, the cooks Ihall ev'ry one be {liav*d— 
" What! what^. hae! hae! now tell me, Swdfy^ pray, 
" Shan't I be right in't-r-What ! what ! Swelly^ hae ? 
•^ Yes, yes, I'm fure on't, by, the Lbufe's looks, 
*' That h^ belotig'd to fome one .of the coofesv 
•' Speak, Swelly; fhaA*t we .ihave each fildiy jowl? 
*' Yes, yes, and that we will, 'upon my foul.-' 

To whom the Pa me, with elevated chin, 
Wide-ftaring eyes, an3 broad, contemptuous grin i 

" Yes, fureasdat my foul is to bcfay'd, 
** So fure^ dirty rafcals (al1>e Ihav'd— 
" Shav'd to de quick be ev'ry moder's fon — 
*' And curfe me if / do not fee it done ! 
*' De barbers foo A der naily locks fal fell o% • • 
" Nor leave vone ftajiding for a Louie to crawl on* 
*| If on der ikuUs de razor do not Ihine, 
**' May gowns and petticoats na more be mine^— 
** Curl, club, and pigtail, all fal go to pot^ 
•' For fuih cur»'d naftineft, or III be rot j 
** Or elfeHX) Strelitz let me quickly fly, * • . 

^ Dat dunghill, dat poor taghoufe to de eye 5 

*^ Where 
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" Whprchom his own mock ^one dc Prince^ fo great^ . 
" Canjomp intoanoder Prince eftate— 
•* Ifs, by de God dat made dis eart and me, ^ 
" No fingle loufy rafcai fal go fvee.*^ 

Reader, thou laifeil both thy marveling eyes. 
In all the ftaring wildnefs of furprife ; 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 
JVnd ^ucied gentlewomen could not fwear J 
Go, Fool, and feek the ladies of the mud. 
Queens of the lakes, or. damfcls of the flood. 
Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drab% 
Who vend at Billinlgate their fprats and crabs ; 
Tell them their fiih all iHnk, and thou wilt bear 
Whether fine ^«»/i^i;o/»^ ever fwear : 
Nay, vifit many of our courtly dames, 
When wrath their dove-like gentlenefs inflames ; 
Lo ! thou flialt find, by many a naughty word. 
They ufe fmall ceremony with the Lord, 
In fpite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach them not to take his name ia vain. 

" Thanks, Swelly^ thanks, thanks, ths^nks,** the 
^ King replyM; 
«* Like me, you Have not got a grain of pride* 
> Yes, yes, if I am mailer of this houfe — 
«* Yes, yes, the locks lliall fall, and th^n the Loufc.*'' , 

He {poke— and to confirm the dreadful doom, 
His^head he ihook, that fhook the dining rooro^ 
Thus Jove of old, the dre^d, the THUND*RiN<ft God-, 
Shook, when be fwore, OLTMPuswith his nod. 

.-'..! ■ . 

** Yes," cryM th^ King, ** ycs^ jcs^ their curbilmtt 

** quake— 
" But teU me, where^ where, wheifc's Sir Francis 

« DRAitEi" 

O, Reader, think not 'twas that Drake, Sir Francis,' 
Whofe wondrous anions feem almoft ntoanccs i 

4 • WhiJr 
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Who (hone in fenfe profound, and bloodied waf^ 

And rais'd the nation's glory to the fhurs ; 

Who firil in triumph iail'd around the worid. 

And vengeance on the foes of Britain huri'd : 

But He who (kulks around the Royal kitchen, 

Which if he catch a neighbour's dog; or bitch in. 

Lets fly, to ftrike the four-legg*d mumper diad, 

A poker, or a cleaver, at his head. 

Not that SirFkANCTs Drake who, god- like, bore 

Fair Freedom, Science, to th* Atlantic fliore j 

To Pagans gave the Gofpel's faving grace. 

And planted Virtue 'midll a barb'rous race ; 

Spread on the darkened realms the blaxe of light — 

But he who fees the fpoons and pfate? zx^hright ; 

Sees that the knives before the Kin^ and Queen 

Are, like the pair oi Rc^al ftomachs", knes r 

Not he^ whofe martial frown -whole kingdoms fhook. 

But he whofe lowering vifage Ihakes a cook x 

Not he who p)our'd on Mexico his tars ; 

But he, atXiOndon, who with linen wars. 

Napkins and damaik table-cloths ♦ aflafls 

With ;fcif&rs, razors, knives, and teeth^ and nails ^ 

Who dares with Doylies defp^rate war to wage, 

Such is his province and domeflic rage^ 

If, like his predeceflbrs, he hath grace, 

And calls his conqucfts, perqutfites of place, 

*Twas not that Drake who bade his daring cttvr 

Run witli their bayonets the Spaniards through > 

But that impc^aDt Drake, in oflice big„ 

Inflfudkig cooks to fpit a goofe or pig t . 

Not he who took the Spaniards by the nofe, ^ 

And prifons fill'd with Britain's gracelefs foes ;. 

But he who bids the geefe, his pcis'ners^ die. 

And iluffs their legs.and gizzaids in a pye : 

( ♦- 

* Tt was a comaioo pvaAice in the \^ and preceding reigns (rhff 
ffffent being fomewhat more economical) to te^r and cut the Royal 
l^n priva^Jji, wbichy on account of the teeth^ knife, nail, or friflar 
voimds, were. never more uled, but went as £cr<iuilitcs to Ttealurer» 
apdMaOcts of the HoaTcbold. 

^ He 
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He who, three tirhes a week, a Green-clorfi Lord, 
Sits, wifdom fraught, at that important Board 
With wife compeers, in judge-like order ftudying, 
Whether the King fhall have a tart or pudding. 
Not Ae, by virtues to the world endear'd, 
By foes refpedied, and by friends rever'd ; 
Prompt to relieve the fupplicating figh, 
Who never dafh*d with tears the aiking eye ; 
But wak'd of joy the long-departed beam. 
Deep funk in forrbw's unremittiug ftream :— 
But ^<r, with geiierofity at flrife, 
Who never gave a fixpence in his life ; - 
Who, if he eveV aik'd a fri(?nd to dine, 
Requefted fey ours that outweigh'd 'his wine s 
PVom lane to lane, who deals with wary feet, 
Juft like the cautious hare that feeks his feat : 
Who, though a city * near him, rears her head, 
And wealthy villages around him fpread, 
No friend, no neighbour near his manfion founds 
Like Cmn fiirveys a fblitude around. 
*Twas tin Sir Francis, quite aditF'rentin?uj 
From him wKo round thp World with glpry ran : 
Forbid it, Heay'n ! that e'e^ the Musjb untrue 
Should £^ve p> ^y ip^ ^nothei's d\ie ! 

Muse, leave we now the Monarch, venj^anctt br«win|^ 
To take a peep at what the Cooks were doing. ; ^ 

In th|it ftMg.rooai,f the fcene of fhrewd rcmwk^ 
Whofe window fbateis upon the faunt'riog Pack ; 
Wfecre many a hxmgry bard, and gamblieg finner. 
In chop-faPi^ fadnei^, counts thie trees for dinner; 
In th^t fnug room where any man of fpunk 
Would find it a hard matter to get drunk ; X 

* Exctcr. . " - 

+ The Larder. 

X This will he deemed ftr«^ hy my cpitfty readers { but It i% 
ncvenhelcfs true* . ' , -_ 

.\'j.: Wbcrt 
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Where coy Tokay ne'er feels a cook's embracesi 

Nor Port nor Claret fliow their rofy faces j 

But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride, 

From wide-moiith'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide ; 

Where veal, pork, miltron, beef, and fowl and fifii. 

All club their joints to make one handfomc di(h ; 

Where ftewpan covers ferve for plates, I ween. 

And knives and forks and fpoons are never fecn ; 

Where pepper iiliies from a paper bag, 

And for a Cruet ftands a brandy cag ; 

Where Madam Schwex^lenberg too often fits. 

Like fome old tabby in her moufing fits. 

Demurely fquinting with majeflic pnein, 

To catch fome, fault to carry to the Queen ? 

In that fnug room, like thofe immortal Greeks, 

Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovid ^eaks; 

Around the table, all with fulky looks, . 

Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, fat the cooks ! 

At length, with phiz that fhow'd the man of wocS, 

The forrowing King of fpits and flewpans rdfe. 

Like, Paxil at Athens, very iuffly fainted, 

And by the charming brufh of Raphael painted. 

With our-ftretch'd hands, and energetic grace. 

He fearlefs thus harangues the Roasting Rac& ; 

Wbilft gapine round, in mute attention, fit 

The poor forlorn difciples cf the fpit 

•* Cooks, fcuUions, hear me cv'ry mother's foa— 

•* Know that I relifli not this Royal fun : 

•* George thinks usfcarcely fit ('tis very dear) 

•* To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear."— 

** Guts to a bear !" the Cooks, up-fpringmg, GryM— 

" Guts to a bear !" the Major loud reply'd. 

" Guts to the dev'l !" loud roar'd the Cooks again. 

And tofs'd their nofes high in proud difdain : 

The plain tranflation of whofe pointed nofes 

The reader needeth not, the bard fuppofes ; 

But if the reafon fome dull reader looks, 

*Ti8 this— whatever Kings -may think ^ Cooks, 

Howe'er crown'd heads may deem them low-bom things^ 

Cooks are pofTefsM of fouls as well as Kings. 

Tet 
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Yet Acre are fomc who think (but what a fhame ! ) 
Poor people's fouls like pence of ciirminglum. 
Adulterated brafs — bafe ilufF — abhorr'd— 
That never can pafs current with the Lot© ; 
And think, becaufe of wealth they boa ft a flore, 
With ev'ry freedom they,may treat the pnor : 
Witnefs the ftory -that my Mufe, with tears. 
Relates, O Reader, to thy ihrinking ears. 

With feeble voice and deep defponding iighsy 
With fallow cheek and pity aiking eyes, 
A WRETCH, by age and poverty decayed. 
For ferdiings lately to a Nabob pray'd ; 
The Nabob, turkey -like, began to fwell^ 
And damn'd the beggar to the pit of helL 
" Oh ! Sir,** the fupplicant was heard to cry, 
(The tear of misery trickling from his eye) 
*' Though Vm in rags, and wondrous, wondrous poor, . 
** And you with gold and (ilver covered o'er, 
** There won't in heav'n fnch difference. Sir, take placc^ 
** When we before the Lord come face to face.*'— 
** You face to face with me /** the Nabob cry'd, 
In all the infolence of npftart pride— 
•* You face to fecc with me^ yon dog5^ appear ! 
** I'll kick your back — de, it I catch ye there.**-i— 
Oh, (hocking blafphemy ! oh, horrid fpeech J— 
Where was the fellow born ? — the wicked wretch !— 
So black an imp would pull, I do fuppofe, 
A bulfe of diamonds from a Begum's nofe ; . 
Or make, like Doulah, careleis of his fou|, 
A new ^dkion of the old Black Hole. 

** What'sJife," the Major faid, ** my brethren, pray, 
** If force muft fnatch our firft delight away ? 
** Relentless (hall the Royal mandate drag 
** The hairs that long have grac'd this filkcn bag 5 
** Hairs to a. barber fcarcely worth a fig, 
** Too few to make a foretop for a wig ? 
•* Mufl razors vile thefe locks, fo fcanty, ihavei 
■'^ Locks that I wifk to puny to mv grave; 

**Hairs^ 
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•* Hairs, look, my lads, fo Wonderfully thin, 

** Old ScHWELLENBURG hath morc upon her chirt'?" — 

« Yes, that fhe hath,'» exctalm'd a Cook, " by God, 

** A cknm'd old German good-for-nothing toad. 

** Yes, yes, her mouth with beard divinely briftles— 

*' Curfe me, I'd rather kifs a bunch of thiftles. 

" Oh ! were it but his Majefty*s commands 

** To give her gentle jaw-bones to thefc hands ; 

*' Vd (have her, like a punifti'd foldier, Jpy : . 

** No killing ibw fhall make a fweeter cry : 

** Pd pay my compliments to Madam's chin ; 

•* I'd anfwer fort I'd make tfae devil grin : 

** The razor moft delicioufly fhould work ; 

*'' I'd trim her muzzle ; yes, Pd fcrape her pork : 

** Pd teach her to fome jpurpofe to *behave, 

*' And fhow the witch the nature of a fhave. 

** O { woman, woman ! whether lean or fat, 

*' In fece an angely but in fqul a cat ! 

He ended — when each mouth upon thellretch, 
<!^rowft'd with a loud horfe laugh the daflic fpeech. 

Too foon, alas! Resentment feiz'd the hour, 
And Joke relign'd his grin-provoking povv'r. 
Rage dimm'd of mirth the sudden sunny sky, » 
And fiird with gloomy oaths each fcowling eye ; 
While Grief, returning, took her turn to reign, . 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and fadden'd ev'ry mein ; 
Drew from tlieir giddy heights the laughing Graces--* 
For much is Grief difpos'd to bring down faces. 

** Son of thefpk," the Major, ftrtttfng CiyM,' 
^' I like thy fpirit, and revere thv pride : 
" Pd rather hear tb*e than » Bifliop'pfeach, - » 

** For thcu" haft made a very pretty fpeech. . *' 

** Such is the language thatjthe Gods fliOulfl hcttf^ 
*« And fuch fhould thunder on the RcfaL ear. 
** Yet, fon of dripping, though thou fprak'ft ray notlpni; 
** We muft not be too nimble in our motions^ " 
*♦ Awhile, heroic, brothers, let us halt;. 
^' Soft fires, the proverb tells us, make fweec malt. 

And 
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*^ And yet 9gain i bi4 you ibnd like rocks, 

*' AnA battle for the honour of your locks. 

*' Lo ! in thefe aged haiis is all my joy ; 

^* To fhaye them, is my ieing to deftroy, 

" What's life, if. life has not a blifs to give ? 

" And, if unhappy, who would wifti to live? 

"Content can vifit the jxjor fpider'd room ; 

" Pleas'd with the coarfe rufh mat and birchen broom ; 

" Where, parents,' children, feaft on oaten bread, 

" With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 

** Where Health with vigour nerves their backs and 

• " hams, 
" Sweet fouls, though ragged as young colts or rams 5 
" Where calmly fleeps the parents with their darlings,, 
" Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ftarliogs 
** Luird to their reft, beneath the coarfeft rug«, 
^^ And .dead to bitings of a thoufand bugs. 

" Content, mild maid ! delights in Jtmfik things, 
" And envies not the ftate of Qijeiens or Kings ; 
" Can dine on ftieep's head* or a difli of broth, 
" Without a table or a table-cloth : 
" Nor wifiies, with the fafhionable group, 
" To vifit Ho R ton's flipp for turtle foup ; 
** Can ufe a bit cf packthread for a jack, 
" And fit upon a chair without a Back : 
" Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
" And ufe a wooden fkewer for a fork. 
" Sweet maid ! who thinks not (hoes of leather (hocking, 
*^ Nor feels the horrors in a worfted flocking ; 
•* Her temper mild, no huckaback can (hock, 
" Though for her Lbvely limbs it forms a fmock. 
" Pleas'd with the nat'ral curls her face that (hade, 
" No graves fere robb*d for hair to form a braid : 
" Her bread of native plumpnefs ne*er afpires 
" To fw el ling me^rythougkts of gauze and wires, 
"To look like crops of ducks (with labour borne) 
" Stretch M by a fuperfiuity of corn. 
" With Nature's hips, fhe fighs not for tork rumps ^ 
** And fcoriis the pride of pinching (lays or jumps ; 

Vol. L ' Q^ *< Bpt^ 
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•' But, pleas'd from whalebone priioAs to efcape, 

*' She trufts to fimple nature for 9 fhape ; 

*' Without, a warming-pan can go to bed, 

** And wrap her petticoat about her head ; 

** Nor figh for cobweb caps of Mechlin lace, 

*' That (hade of Qyality the vamifti'd fece : 

** Sweet nymph, like doves, ihe feeks her fbaw-built 

« neft, 
•* And in a pair of minutes is undreft ; ' 
*« . Whilft all the fajhionable female clans, ' 
•• Undreffing, jfiim unloading caravans. 
** No matter from what fourcefcontentment fprings ; 
•* 'Tis juft the fame in Cooks as 'tis in Kings; 
** And if our fouls are fet upon our hair, 
** Let fhip-fnap barbers — nay, let Kings^ beware, 
•* Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Bulls, 
•• And ckp, likefooh, the edge-tool to our fkulls. . 
^ Tread on a njowm^ he fhows his rage and pain, 
*^ By turning on the wounding heel again : 
•' Nay, e'en inanimates appear to feel ; 
•« On the loofe ftone^ if chance ^\rt6i your heel, 
•* Lo ! from its womb the fudden ftream afcends, 
•* To prove the foot was not among its friends; 
•' And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
" O'er the feir ftocking fpouts the fable flood." 

So ^ke the Major, with refentment fir'd ; 
Spoke like a man ; indeed, like man infpir^d. 
Some Critic cries, with iharp, faftidious look, 
*' Bard, bard, this is not language for a Cook "— » 
** O fnarler 1 but Pll lay thee any wager, 
** It is not too fublime for a Cook Major.'* 

" Behold ! to remedy our fad condition," 
The Major cry'd, ** I've cook'd up a Petition : 
«* This carries weight with it, or I'm mifhikcn, 
^ Shall fliake the Monarch's foul, and fave our bacou." 
Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 
He read fonorous to the gaping crowd. 
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Thus reads a parifh-clerk in church a brief^ 
That begs for burnt-out wfttclies kind relief- 
Relief, alas ! that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches;: 
But (loft its way) unfortunately fteers 
To fat churchwardens and fat overfeersj 
Improves each difli, augments the punch and ale> 
And adds new fpirits to the fmutty tale^ 



THE PETITION OF THE COOKS, 

« YOUR Majcfty's firm friends and faithful Cooks, 
*• Who in your Palace merry liv'd as grigs, 

" Have heard, with heavy hearts and downcaft looks^. 
** That we muft all be lliav'd, and put on wigs : 

** Yw, SiKE, who with fuck honour wear your Crown^ 
** Should never bring on our''s difgraces down, 

" Dread Sir ! we really deem our heads our own, 
" With ev'ry fprig of hair that on them fprings : 

" In France, where men like fpaniels lick the Throne, 
** And count it glory to be cuffed by Kings, 

•* Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque^ 

** Who fwailows privileges like a fliark. 

•* Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance; 

" We dare your Sacred Majefty aflure, , 
** That there's a difference between us and Frances 

^^ And long^ we hope, that diffWence will endure. 

We know K-ing Lewis would, with pow'r fo dreac^ 

**• Not only cut the hair off, but the head. 



u 



M 



Oh ! tell us. Sir, in loyalty fo true, 

** What dire defigning ragamuffins iaid, 
" That we, your Cooks, are fuch a nafty crew, 

•* Great Sir ! as to have crawlers in our head ?• 
" My Liege, you can't find one through all our houfe 5 
" Not if you'd gpve a guinea for a lopfe. 

Qja " What 
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" What creature, 'twas you found upon your plate, 
" We know not ; if a loufe, it was not our's ; 

" To fijave.each Cook's poor unoffending pate, 
" Betrays tdo imi(ch of arbitrary pow'rs ; 

" The 5^1 humanity and juftice ftiocks : 

" Let him who (nons the crawler lofe his locks. 

** But grant upon your plate this loufe fo dread, 
" Flow can you fay, Sir, it belongs to us ? 

** Maggots are found in many a princely head ; 
** And if a maggot, why then not a loufe ? 

" Nay, grant the fa<^; with horror fliould you fhrink? 

** It could not eat your IMajefty, we think. 

*' Hunger, my Liege, hath oft been felt by Kings, 

" As well as peopk of i?^erior ftate ; 
*' Quarrels with Cooks are therefore dangerous things : 

" We cannot aiifwer for your ftomach's fate ; 
^' For by your fize, we frankly niuft declare, 
*' You feed on more fubftantial fluff than air^ 

" My Liege, an Univerfe hath been your foes ; 

" The times have lookM mcfl miferably black ; 
*' America hath trfd to pull your nofe ; 

" French, Dutch, and Spaniards, trfd to bang your 
« back.: 
" *Twould be a ferious matter, let us tell ye, 
*' Were u<? to buccaneer it on your belly, 

" You fee the fpirit of your Cooks, then. Sire, 
" Determined nobly to fupport their locks ; 

** And fliould your guards be ordered out to fire, 
" Their guns may be oppos'd by fpits and crocks \ 

** Knives, forks, and fpoons, may fly, with plates a ftore, 

** And ^1 the thunder of the kitchen roar. 

" Nat. Gar4>K£r, Yeoman of the Mouth, declares 

" He'll join the ftandard of your injur'd Cooks ; 
*'. JBach fcuilion, turnbroche, for redrefs prepares, 
' ** And puts on very formidable looks : 

.« Your 
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** Your women, too — imprimis ^ Miflre& Dy£1,. 
" Whofe eggs are good as ever felt a fire : . 

** Next Sweeper-general Bicklet, Miftrefs Mary, 
" With that fam'd bell-ringer call'd Miftrefs Loman j. 

"Ann Spencer, guardian of the Neceilary ; 
" That b to fay, the neceflary woman : 

** AH thefe, an't pleafe )«)u, Sir, fo fierce, determine 

" To join us in the jaufe of hair and vermin. 

" There*s Miftiefe Stewart, Mifter Richard Dat, 
" Who find your Sacred Majefty in linen, / 

** Are ready to fupport us in our fray— 
" You can't conceive the paifion they have been in ; 

** They fwear fo much your fcheme of fhaving hurts, 

** You fhan't have pocket-handkerchiefb or fhirts." 

^ The grocers, Clarke and Taylor; curfe the fcheme,. 

" And fay, whate'^r we do, the world wo'n't blame us; 
" So Comber fays, Who ^ives you milk and < cream ; 

** And thus your old fnend Mifter Lewis Ramus: 
** We think your Sacred Majefty would^mutter 
^ At lofs of fug^, milk, and cream, and butter. 

•* Suppofe,. an't pleafe you, Sir, that Miftrefs Knuttoic 
' " And Miftrefs Maishfield, fierce as tiger cats;, 
" One Overfeer of all the beef and mutton, 
" The other, Lady Prefident of fprats— 
** Suppofe, in oppofition to your wifh, 
^ This locks away the fiefh, and that the fifh ?' 

*' Suppofe John Cla rke refufe fupplies of muffarc^ . 

" So neceflary to your beef and bacon? 
" Will Roberts, all the apple-pye and cuffard? 

" Your Majefly would growl, or we're miflaken. 
** Suppofe that Wells, to plague your ftomach fhidying^, 
** From Sunday y /acrilegzousy fteals the pudding?. 

** Suppofe that Rainsforth with our corps unites— 
"We mean the man who all the tallow handles ^ 

" Sugwfe he locks up all the mutton lights, 
** How could your Majeflv contrive Jtor candles ? 

0,3' *f Ycm'd: 
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** You'd be, (excvtie the freedom of remark) 
** JLike >;«<? Aditikilftrations^ in the </«r;£!« 

" We dftre afllire you that owr ufi^f is freftt^ 

<« And oft indeed our feelkig it etirage^i 
« To fee your Sacred Majefty bcf« 

«* By fuch a gracckpft gang of idle pagti : 
** 'Ahd, lurith fiibraiffion to yow judgment, Sire,- 
^ We think old Madam Scitwf ii£k&e&6 a liaf. 

•* Suppoft, Great Sir, that by yetJr €niel /df, 
** The barbers (hall attack our htkttble head, 

« And that we fhould «ot chufe to bi^ecd a riot, 
♦* Becaufe we might not wi(h to lofe our bttAd ; 

*' Say, w6uld the triumph o*er each harmlefs Cook 

*< Make GtonoE the Third like Albxakdeh Idok? 

'•* Dread Sir, refleft on JoHHitY Wilkes's fete, 
. *♦ Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble ; 
** Wilkes 'bad'defiance to your frowns and ftate, ' 

• «* And got the better in that famous fquabble j 
" Pbor was the vivflory you wifh*d to win, 

*'• Which fat the mouth of Europe On the grirt* 

''*^ O King, our wives are in the kitchen roaring, 
* ** AH ready in rebellion now to rife ; 
** They mock our humble method of impldrm^ 

** And bid us guard againft a wig furprifel 
« Your's is the hair,** they cry, " th' Almighty gave ye, 
** And not a King in Chriftendom (hould fliave ye." 

*< ho 1 on th* event the world impatient looks, 
" And thinks ihe joke is carried much too fef : 

« Then, pray, Sir, liften to your feithful Cooks, 
" Nor in the Palace breed a civil war : 

• ** Loud i-oars our band, and, obftinate as pigs, 

** Ciyj • Locks and -liberty, and damn the wigs !** 
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Magnum Jler afcentfo, Jeddat miki ghn'a virts^^ 

Non juvat "ex facili le£ia corona jugo, PaoP £RTIVS» 

Bold is th* afcent, but Glory nerves my pow'rsi 
I like to pick, on precipices, flow'rs. 
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THE ARGUR^ENT. 

A fiiblime, natural, elegant, and original defcription of 
Night — Modefty of the (tars— SI umbering fituation of 
their M-j— s, with a compliment to tlieir conftancy — The 
charming Princesses aileep — high compliments be- 
ftowcd on them — A prophetic iiiggeftion of courtfhlp be- 
tween one of our Princfsses and fome great German 
Duke-^ An account of Mifter Morpheus, vulgarly cal- 
led the God of Sleep — his civility to the people in giving 
them pretty dreams, by way of comp^nfation for (hut- 
ting up their ^mouths, eyes, and ears, for a dozen or 
fourteen hours together — The folemn amufements ot 
Silence — A Night picture of London — The Palace, a 
night- fcenc — The goodnefs of certain Court Lords 
to the Maids of Honour — Ki mi -embraces placed in 
a new light, and vindicated — More account of the Pa- 
lace, containing a thirfty fly, a hungry cat, a ftarved 
bull-dog, and froft-nipped crickets — An account of 
Madam Fame's journey to the Den of Madam Dis- 
cord— -An account of Madam Discord — An inven- 
tory^ of her cell — Account of her excurfions — her pic- 
tures and mufic-— her fudden flight to Suckinghan* 
Hoiife— aiTumes the (hape of Madam Schwellenberg 
---whifpers his Majefly---The fpeech to Majelty— Ma- 
jefty's fine anfwer in his fleep---DiscoRD quits Majeity— 
takes the form of Madam Haggerdorn, and goes to 
the Major's bed -fide, and whifpers rebellion to him--- 
Her fpeech- --The MAjORJits upright in his bed- -handles 
his pig-tail --The Major's molt pathetic curfes---his (hn^ 
(ible foliloquy on wigs— his attack on Kings in general^ 
and praife of our moft gracious King in particular--- 
The Major ftrikes a light---a rich comparifon— vifits a 
Ma(ter Cook---Vaft difference between a battle fought 
in a field, and in a news- paper---! he defcent of the 
Cooks to the kitchen-— A great and apt comparifon- --The 
Cooks look about for day-light with horror---The fitua- 
tion of their fouls defcribed-- -finely illuftrated -by a 
Great Woman's apprehenfions for her fine diamond 
(tomacher---Lord Egl---t-n and an old Maid— A moft 
tender and juil apo(trophe to the frail Fair-ones of the 
Town-- -a tear dropped on their unhappy condition- — 
their part taken by tlie poet, and, in a great meafure^ 
vindicated- -The Poet*s thunder-bolt launched at a cer- 
tain great Limb of the Law, by way of palliation— A 
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ftort, yet moft charming reflexion on the female hearty . 
when in lore— The Poet returns to the Cooks— continued 
to defcribe their dread of day-light, by more apt com- 
parifons of hungry authors- --General Conflagration--* 
Sir William Chambers and the Bishop of Exf- 
TER— Some allufion to his Majefty's journey to Exeter— 
Extrafls from a manufcript poem of a Devonihire Hu- 
mourift, one John Ploughshare-— The Major 
vainly endeavours to banifh his fears by ivhiftling and 
humming a couple of tunes— The names of the unfuc- 
cefsful tunes— The Major's choice of them biily; 
known to the great Author of Natukx* 
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CANTO THE THIRD, , 

VTIGHT, like a widow in her weeds of woe, 

-*^^ Had gravely walk'd for hours Qur world below : 

Hobgoblins, fpe<Etres in her train, and cats ; 

Owls round her hooting, mix*d with fhrieking-bats, 

Like wanton Cupids in th* Idalian grove, 

That flickering fport around the Queen of Love. 

Now like oar Quality, who darkling rife, 

Each ftar had op'd its fafliionable eyes ; 

Tod proud to make appearance, too well bred. 

Till Sol, the vulgar loretch^ had gone to bed. 

His wifdom dead to fublunary things. 
In leaden (lumber fnor*d the beji of ***** ; 
In (lumber lifelefs, with fefaphic mien, 
Clofe at his back, too, fnar'd \i^& gentle ***** ; 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds, 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for different beds ! 

Blq^ imp ! now Mo r p h e u s o'er each Princefs ftole. 
And clos'd thofe radiant eyes that vainly roll ! 
Eyes ! Love's bright ftars ! but doomed in vain to (hine ; 
Foe, ah! what youth ftiall fay " thofe orbs are mine?" 
Then, what are eyes, alas ! the hrightefi eyes, 
Forbid to lauguifh on a Jover's fighs ! 
The pouting Tip, tlie foft luxuriant breaft, 
If coldly fated never to be prefs^d ? 
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Ah, vainly thfe like dew-clad cherries glow ; 
And this as vainly vies with Alpine fnow 1 
The breath that gives of Araby the gales, i 
The Voice that founds enchantment, what avails! 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 
Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown away ! 

But, pofliWy, fome German Duke may mov^^ 
And make a tendre of his heavy love ! 
His wide dominions — miles, p'rhaps, nine or ten ; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx — fifty men ! 
But, lo ! his hearty the fount whence honour fprings, 
SwelPd with the richeft blood of ancient kings ! 
He comes ! not for high birth, his own before 1 
Great Duke ! he comes to woo our golden ore, 
And add (how truly happy Britain's ftite!) 
Another leech to fuck the Iknguine ftate ; . 
To join (compofing what a goodly row 1 ) 
The Plice-brok«r, old Schw— • and Co. 

Now Morpheus (in compaffion to mankind^ 
Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind) 
Amus'd with dreams man's ambulating foul, 
To recomppnfe him for the time he ftole ; 
Bade the beau ^^nce, his Delia melt away. 
Who box'd his ears fo cruel through the day ; 
Of ancient damfels eas'd the lovefick pains, 
Brought back loft charms, and fiU'd their laps with fwains; 
Gave placid cuckoWom a conftant dame ; 
To brainlefs authors, bread and cheefe and fame ; 
Made driv'ling Monarchs fchemes of wifdom plan, 
And Nature's rankeft coward kill his man ;. 
Gave to tlie chap- fallen courtier wealth and pow'r, . 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour, 
Though tip-toe'd, hawk-like, watchful all the while. 
To feize the fainteft glimpfe of Royal fmile ; 
Bade happy Aldermen aflume new airs, 
Be-cliain'd with all the fplendor of Lord May'rs ; 
And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 
i?^-gobble ail the turtle of the day; 

Bade 
I *•■ 
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Bade Gl— — «r thinly his might could match a mou^i 
And Chambers fancy he could build a houfe; 
And Lady Mount, th' antipodes of Grace, 
Think that &e does not frighten with her face. 

Now SiLEifCB in the countnr ftalk'd the dews. 
As if fhe wore a flannel pair or ihoes. 
Lone lift'oing, as the Poets well remark. 
To falling muUilreams, rand the nlaftiff's bark \ 
To loves of wide-mouth'4'catS9 moil mournful tales; 
To hoot of owls amid the du&y vales, 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog's fnore. 
The fpe£b-e's ihnek, and ocean'^ drowzy roar. 
LuU'd was each llreet of London to repofc, 
Save where it echo'd to a Watchman's nofe; 
Or where a Watchman, with ear-piercing rattle, 
Rous»*d his brave brothers from each box to battle ; 
To fall upon theCvN-THiAs of the night, 
Sweet Nymphs I jvhofe fole profelRon is Delight ! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender Iambs purfiie, 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue ! 
Thus on the flies of evening rufli the bats^ 
And maftiffs ially.on the am'rous cats ! 

Still was the Palace, fa ve where now and then . . m 

The tell-tale feet of love-defigning men, 
Night-wapd'nng Lords, foft patting on the floor. 
Of Maids of Honour fought the chamber door ; . 
Obliging, door ! that, opening .to the tap, 
Admitted Lprds to t^e a foci^ nap. 
And chafe mofl kindly from each timid m^d 
The ghofts that frightful haunt the midnigltf ihade : 
For very horrid -tis, we all mufl own, 
For poor defencplefs Nymphs to lie alone. ; 
Since nights are^often doleful, dark, and drear, 
And raiie in gentle breafls a woirld of ftar. 
Nay, were not Lords ordain'd ior Ladies* charms ; 
To guard fronx perils dire, and dread alarms ? 
Yes I and like lock'd-up genis thoTe charms to keep, 
Afloidft the fpeftred foliuide of fleep. 

Vol. J. R How 
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How wicked flich to fly in Nature's face, 
And deal diuimation on a kind embrace ! 
Pardon, ye g^ve Divines, this do^ne titange. 
Who think itty morals imy have got the mabge. 
Still was the Palace^ fave where fome poor fly, 
With thirft jiHk Thidy to dr6p down' and dic^ 
Buzz'd faint petitions to his Makelr^ ear. 
To (how him one final! drop of dekd fcAadl beer ; 
Save where tiie cait, for mice, fo hungry, watiidiing. 
Swore the lean animals were fcarce worth catching ^ 
Save where the dog fo g&unt, in grumbling tohe^^ 
By dreams ddnded, mouthed a muttxm boite^ 
Save where, with throats to founds of horror flrain'd. 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatifms complain'd, 
Lamenting fore, toid a Royal hold, 
« How hard that crickets fhould be kili'd by cold !'' 

Now f*AME to Discord's dreary manfion flew, 
To tell the Beldame more than all fiie knew, 
Who, at the Devil's table, for her work. 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 
DiscoKD, a (leeplefs hag, who never dies. 
With fnipe-like nofe, and ferret-glowing eyes, 
Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin,, with beara fup^Iv'd, 
Poor cracklhig ^ointe, and wither^ parchment hMtp . 
As if old, drums, worn out with martial din. 
Had clubb'd their yeHow heads to form her flcin ; 
DiscQKD, who, pleased a univerfe to fway. 
Is never half fo blefs'd as in a fray : 
Discord, to deeds, indeed, mofl daring giv*!!, 
Who bade vile Sdtan raife a dwfl: in Heav'n ; 
Stirr'd up the fweetefl aiigels to rebel. 
And funk the faireft forms to darkefl Hell ; 
Bade, by her din, the humbleft fpirils rife, 
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies; 
For which they vtx^^aperly Were fent. 
Unhappy Legions ! into banifhment ; 
Doom'd,, for fuch mofl abomiilable finning, 
To broil oh charcoal, with eternal grinning. 

Di9eoit9, 
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THE LOUS IAD. CANtO IH. zfi^ 

DiscQSLD, who whifper'd to the jealous Cain, 
" Go cracK thy brother's box that holds his brain ;**^ 
Which Cain performed, in godlinefsunftable, 
That foe to piety and brother Abel ; 
Discord, who haunts poor G — p— "s maudlin Dame, 
And makeatheDufce of Wifdom cry out " Shame.!" 
Who, after dinner, for her honours fcreams, 
And grafpsa Britifh crowu in drunken dreams ; 
Then roars as though (what richly flic deferves-) 
The D-ke had clapp'd a broomftick to her nerves : 
Discord, who alfo often doth pro£ane 
The goodly ftreets and courts of Dhiry-lane ; 
Where bawd meets -bawd, felaipbeming, fwearing, drunk, 
Pimp knocks down pimp, aiui.piiixk abuies punk : 
D^coaD, delighting in the wordy war, 
The pillar of the Senate and the Bar : . 
Discord, who noakes a **** delight in ode. 
Slight * Square of Hanover for Tott'nbam Road ; 
Where, with the tafte fublime of Goth and Vaodal^ 
He orders the worft works of heavy Handel ; 
^Encores himfelf, till all the audience gape, 
And (ufFers not a quaver to efcape : 
Discord, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all oofe^ 
For ever warring with a world's repofe ! 

When Fame arriv'd,, the (having tale to tell, 
Pleas'd was the red-ey'd Fury in her cell. 
Where fcorpioos craw I'd, where fcreech*d thait aoi//' 

fowl, • 
Known in Great Britain by the name of Owl ; 
Bats (hriek'd, and grillatalpas join'd the found. 
Cats fquali'd, pigs whin'd, and adders hif$'d around 

Clofe to the reftlefs wave her manilion lay, 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day : 

* Galllni's Rooms are in this Square^ in which is pei#rmecl the 
odebraced Pcofefiaonal Concert. 

. f Thii was a mod ludicrous. circumftince that happened not lon^ 
^ fincc, when his M^***^ and the Orcheilra were left to thcmfelvcs and 
' G^dfave the l^ingp 

Ra Hence 
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Hence on black wing the Hag was wont to roam, 
And join the witches 'mid the ftormy gloom ; 
Howl with delight amid the -thunder's roar; 
Hang Q'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy ihore j 
See 'midft each flafh, the heads of feamen nfe. 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries. 
Aroudd her dwelling various portraits hung, . 
Of thofe whofe noiiy names in hift'ry rung. 
Here, witl) fpread arms, whom <5race and Fury fill, 
Thundering damnation, fhir*d Stentorian Hill : 
There curs'd. Sir Joseph Banks, in queft of fame^ 
At finding fleas and iobfters not the fame. 
Here a prime iky'rite, of a fainted band, 
Hell in his h^art, and torches in his hand ; 
Lord George, by mobs huzza'd, and, what is o4d| 
Burning poor Papifcs for the love of God ; 
Pleas'd as old Nero on each falling dome^ 
Sublimely fiddling to the flanles of Rome ! ^ 
Tnere, in refpcA to Kings, not over nice, 
That Revolution-linner— D6CT0R Price ; 
Whofe labours, in a mofl unpourtly flile. 
Win not, like gentle Burke's, the Eoval iiuile; 
Gain not fxom good Divines both pradcand thanks, 
Call'd, by the wicked, " Gofpel Mountebanks, 
** Mere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ilation, 
'** Puffing off idle nofirums of Salvation ; 
•' Who, where the milk and honey flows, refort, 
** Like rooks in corn fields, black'ning all the Court.*' 
Here, ISeading all her bears fo favage forth, 
WiltTrag'd the Amazoniatj of the North, 
With Ruin leagu'd, t'attack the Turkifh hive, 
And leave not half a MufTulman alive : 
There ftorm'd a Vixen, far and near renown'd 
Toy fweetnefs^ meekne/s^ piety prof ound ; 
Her Sons abufirtg(in abufes old,) * . . 

With aH the fiiry of a German fcold ! . ^ • 

Thefe, w^h fome fcores, were feen, of equal £ime, 
Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame ! 
The form of Madam Schweljlenberg die took. 
Her broken Englifh, garb, and fin-like look ; 

Then 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Then, fought the iETahce, ^nd A<r ftoyid ^r. 

And whifper'd thus, ** Mini? God, Scr, iiebberfe^r«« . 

<* Oh, pleafeyour M^jdHy, you vier ver ngh| : 

«* Shave all dc rafcal, if but out of fpite. 

^ Lord ! Lord \ how vill a mighty momrch look, 

« Not able, O mine God ! for fhav^fi cook I 

«* Dat like a king, I fay, what can'f do dat ? 

** Mine God I pray hat more fpirit .dfin a c;^t. ' 

^ Ser, in pnoe coiut, dt priQcr he giie^it a^ king-f-- 

*^ He fcoro to ax one word about a tiqg. 

^ Mine God I de cook cwfs uebber darp niake grpgn^ 

" Nor dare to tell a Prince der foul der own ; 

^ 'Tis de dam Engb's only, dat can ffiy, 

*! * Boh •! fig for king ! by God, PU tof my way/ 

" I haf fee court enoug^a Prince and Dooky 
^ But nebber vifh on fuih as dis to look : * 

" I fay. ver often to rayfel^?-Goode God I . 
" I nebber vifli a crown mine head for loud I 
" I do not vi(h myfelf more greater efils : 
^ A King qf £nglis be a King of defiU. 
** To puiuihment da*k)uf)r rafcal brings 
^ And ^ow deoi alt vat 'tis for be a King, 
^ America haf cover us vid ihame ; • 

^* Jack Wiikes, too, be a dam, dam i^liih name; 
** And (al de paltry Cook be conqueror too ? — 
^ No, God forbid ! as dat vill nebber do. 
" De hair mufs hJi before your royal eye, 
" 'Tis fopneting, <ags 1 to triumph 'pon poor fly.'*— 
Pleas'd wich her voice, the King of Nations fmil'd. 
For Pow'r with Monarchs is a fev'rite .child ; 
" What! what! not (have *em, (have^eni, fhave'em, 

^ fhave /em? . * 

*> Not all the world, not all the world fliall fave 'em, 
" 1% Aef r 'em, fheer 'em, as I ihecr n\y Iheep." — 
Thus fpoke the mighty Monarch in his fleep : 
Which prQves that Kings in fleep a fpeech may make. 
Equal to what they utter broad awake. 

. , . R 3 , Charm'd . 

• ■ * 
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i^ THE tOVfelAD. CAWTO IH. 

Charm'd wkh the noifthief full on Fancy's view, 
Qgick to the Major's room the Fuuy AeW; 
Put off the fohn of Schwellenberg, and took 
Of Madam Haggerdorn the milder look : 
A woman, iq whofe foul no guile is ieen, 
The Miflfefs of the Robes to our good Queen--* 
A Queen, who really has not got her*peer ; 
A Queen, to this our kingdom wondrous dear ; 
Which fhows, however folks are apt to fport. 
That all the virtues may be found at covrt. 
Now, in the Major's ear the Beldame £aid^ 
" Yan D<xon— Yah, you muft not, man, be 'fraid.. 
•^ I like muih your peteelhon to de King, 
*^ Thoit^h Ge o rg £ will fwear 'tis dam, dam iaucy dng ; 
*J And- fwear, dat as his foul is to be fave, 
•* Dat .ebbry von of you fal all be (have: 
^ Yan Dixok, rader your dear life lay down, , 
" Dan be de laugh (mine Gote \) <rf adl de town* 
** De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet, 
** Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow de ftreet. ' - 
•* De fame (mine Gote!) vill chimn«r-fweep behave, 
** And cry, * Dere go de blockhead dat was (have ;' 
•* * Dere «> von poor (have fellow!' cry de Trull,. 
•* * Becauie he had de loufe upon his fculL' 
**' . I know he fay, dat you fal loufe your lock, . 
•• Before to-morrow momin twalfe o'clock. 
^* I tink dere may be battel— nebber mind, 
•* I hope dat Godamighty will be kind. 
^ What if de King make noife about de houfe^ 
*^ Fornotingbut dis dam confounded loufe; 
" He be but vor^, you know; and den for you, - 
•* Mine Go^ ! Yav Dixon, you is fifty two : 
** Tink, Yan, how Gborgb was frighten by de mob, 
*^ When Lord George Gordon make dat bumin job, 
•* Mine Gote! Yan, mind me, rader lofe dy place^ 
*^ Dan fufFer fuch dam nafty dam difgrace. 
" I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear Yan, 
** His Majefty be ver goot fort of man-; 
•* But ver ver like indeed as Oder men, 
'^* Dat, is, a leetel ftisbborn now an den. 

4^ Tink, 
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^ Tink; Yan, of dat ver ugly ting, a wig, 

** For pot-boy and d^ pot-girl run der rig ! 

^ Boh ! filthy tmg, enough d^ deffil fcare ; 

** And made perlup of difmal dead man's hair ! 

^^ I fal not wonder if, dy foul for Ihock, 

^ ^ ghpft come feize upon-der flolen lock. 

" No, fags ! nor vonders if dey come an pull 

** De vig vid muih, muih fury from dy fcull. 

" 'Pon fome poor ftrumpet head perhap dat^row.'d, 

" Dat die of dam diflbrder, nafty toad !"— 

Thus faying, lo! the Fury made retreat, 

And left the Lord of Saucepans in a fwtaX. 

Jufl like King Richard in his tent, John rear'd^ 

And verily a man of woes appeared. 

Now handling his fmall pig*tail, " Now you're hew,'* 

ExclaimM the Majoi, *'but not long, I fear: 

** Perhaps fome good may follow this fame dream^ 

** And refolution mar this fbaving fcheme, 

** Curs'd be the Loufe that fo much mifchief bred, 

^* And yields to barbers' boys the harmlefs head : 

** Curs'd be the razor-makfer, curs'd the prig 

** Who thought upon that grcafy thing — ^a wig. 

^ Sure, 'twas fQme> mangy beafl, fome fcabby rogue, 

** Who brought a thing io filthy, into vogue ! 

•* HadNATUiEmeaottbefcare-^ow tobe worn, 

^ Infants with wigs had certainly been born. 

*^ But, lo ! with little; hair, and that uncurl'd, 

** But not with wry jr, they come into the world ! 

*^ Wbatlh^me, that (heep, that borfes, cows, and bulls, 

^' Should club their tails, to fiirnilh Chriflian fcuUs I > 

'^ But what a facrileejous fhame, the Jead 

'* Can't keep, poor fouls, their locks upon their head ! 

** What fhame, the fpe^rcs, in the midnight air, 

*• Should wander, fcreaming for their plundcr'd hairl 

** Curs'd be the iliaving plan, I fay again, 

•* Although the bantling of a Royal brain !'* 

Thus curs'd the Major to Night's lift'ning car, 
f flough to turn a ChriHian pale to hear ! , 

3 Thus, 
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Thus, beedlefs of her^cf*, for a pn 

Will men aiid women run their fouls in fin ! 

•Now paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air ! 

And now -foliloquy'd with folemn ftaie ; 

** Dnmk with dominion, gorg'd with vicious thoughts^ 

" With Folly teeming, doi'd by Flatt'ry's draughts, 

** Taughtito admire their ver)^ maudlin • dreams, 

*^ And think their brains' dull mudpooLs,- Wisdom's 
♦* fireams, 

^ Too many a mon^tpch lives ^ but, lo ! not ours I 

•* A King, who Wisdom's vety felf devours ; 

** Snaps at arts, fciences, where'er they rife, 

" With all the fine of boys at butterflies. 

" Suek cannot furely own a little heart ; 

" 'Therefore our locks and we may never part.'^ 

Now, from a (tool, a tindar-box he took, 

And fiercely with the flone the fteel he ftruck \ 

And, after many unfuccefsfiil fliocks, 

The fparkslnflam'd the tinder in the box; 

Which, by a m^ch which John did &gely handle^ 
Gave ifudden hif^re to a farthing candle. 
Thus, if fmall things wijih great we may compare < 
We. fee hard pedagogues, with fiirious air, « 
Strike with the frf^, and pften with a ftick, ^ 
Light through a fcholar's fcuU, ten iachcs thick; • 
• ' > . 

Now, fiill illuminated, Dixx>ir (lole^ 
Where lay a Ma(ler*cook within his hole : . 
Frpm M'hence, to all th* inferior Cooks they we^t,, . 
Inclin'd to Oppoiition's big intent ; 
But, not fo fierce, alas ! kmt .oppofitioD, 
As in the threat'ning, bullying Petition ; 
For men (it is reported) dafh and vapour, 
Lefs on the field of battle, than -on pspcr. 
Thus, in the hifl'ry of each dire campaign. 
More carnage loads.the uewst^paper than plain. . 
And now the Cooks and Scullions left each neftj 
And now, behold, tbey one an^dall were ()refi. 

t . ^ i-oj 
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Li> ! fullen to the kitchen mov'd the throng. 
Gloom on each eye, and filence on each tongue ; 
How much like crape- clad mourners round a bier; 
But, ah ! imprefs'd with forrow more fincere ; 
For oft, at tombs^ with joy the bofom burns- 
There, 'tis tht fable black ahne that mourns. 
Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire, 
iThcy fullen 6t, their grief commix'd wi^ ire j 
Sad ruminating all around the flame. 
Like Harry iand his b^nd, of deathiefs name^ 
Near Agincourt, expe6fcint of the day, 
Big with the horrors of a bloody fray ; 
A fray that threatenM his poor little band. 
To fweep it, juft like fpiders, to that land 
Terra incognita yclep*d, which ftretches 
Afar— of which, inip<;£flltl: are our iketches ; 
Since all who have iurvey'd this difiant bourn, 
! So wclcom'd, were not fuffer*d to return. 
I Thus did the Cooks expert the fatal morn, 
1 Wh^n, iheep-likt, every head was to be fhom« 

Now to the whitening eaft they cafi their fight. 
And wifhM, but vainly, an eternal night : 
Not with lefs pkafure flares upon the day. 
The wretch condemn'd hard Nature's debt to pay j 
Condemn'd ere noon to aft a deed abhorred i 
To ftretch^ for jufticc' fake, the fatal cord : 
Not with lefs pleafure ihrunk (unknown to (hame,) 
A meat, drink, fnufF, and '^mond- loving Dame, . 
When told, " That if poor Haftings went to ))Ot, 
'^ Away went |karls, and jewels, and what not, 
** Torn from the ftomacher fo fine, yet foijl,. , 
" Which Av'rice thirfted for, and Rapine dole :»* 
Not with lefs pleafujre, in the vale of life. 
Poor Egl-n-t-n beheld a youthfhl wife, 
(Forc'd, on a bed of ice, fweet flow'r, to bloonlj 
Ah! forc'd to fliine, a fun- beam on a tomb) 
That blooming youthful wife, inclin'd to flray, 
With HAM-Lt«N, all in a billing way : 

Juft 
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XqO THE LOU&IAD* CANTO III. 

Juft like two turtles, or a pair of bmbs, 
Or ewes fo playful with ti^ frifky rams : 

Not with Icfs glee an old and hopelefs raaidt 
Surveys the fun afccnjding from the fhade ; 
, A fuii, that gives a younger fifter's charms, 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms ; 
Not with; lefs joy^ that raging chafte oW maid 
Sees the frail' Fair-ones in the Cyprian! trade 
Efcape the whip and gaol, and hemp befide, 
By means of gentle Mister Justice Hy-de. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty 1 though, with aipio eye^ 
And glance dijjiainfui, Prupery pa&.theoi by, 
With mincing ftcp, and fquinting'ciiMiPU^ <jb!^^ 
As though their looks alone coatagioa ihed. 
/ view each- pallid wrgtch with giief iincM^ 
And call on Pity iox her tcnd'reft tear ; 
See, on their cheeks, the bhiih of Virtvb, bwa 5^ 
Hear from their fouls the jfigh of Rum mourn ; 
View; veiPd in Horror's gloom, their f^imtning eyes. 
Beaming with hopelefs wifhes to the fkies, 
Like the pale Moon's dim foiitary form, . 
Wrapp'd in th^ darknefs of the midnight ftorm. 
Too oft, by Treach'ry's winning finile be^y*dj 
Too fc^diy trufting, fejls the fimple nEWjid I 
Too many a Th— Lt-e walks the world p/ "^o^ 
To foul of Innocence the fecred fnow I 
To love, y^ Qurie the thought of villain art^ 
How hard a leflbn for the partial heart ! 
Too h^ a leflbn for the female foul, *• 
Where ^.ove no partner owns, and fcprns.controui. 

Not with tefs pleafure doth a Poet look 
On cruel criticifm, which damns his book. 
Or recommends it to that peaceful fliore, 
Where .books and bards, are never heard of liiore^ 
Than look'd each man, with lengthen'd boding ^beard, 
On that fad morn, which doom'd them to be Siear'd ; 
Not with lefs pleafuye, likewife, let me/ayj \. , 

AJiungry author fees hh dying play ; ^ 

^ Child 
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Child of his dota|b, who Unv^s its iodl, 

Juft as mankind -ftiatl view the tumbling Batly . . 

When fun, moon, (lars, and all the diftant fpheres, 

Burft in one general wreck about tljcir cars. 

Not with lefs pleafure did * SrR WiLLrxii's tft 

See Somerset's bold wing defert its (ky; 

A ML; at which the Nation -s purfe exclaims^ 

That thund'ring crufh'd the back of itMirii^ TliA%fts : 

Not with lefs pleafure did Sir WILlftAM'^iear, 

A fecond crafh of this fern'd fabric hear; ^ ... 

When poor Sir J&shu a, with his painting 'band| 

Swore the dread day of judgment juil at Imnd. 

Not with lefs glee, tenacious of his drofs, ' 

Ross t ibuted— Reader ! ftot the Man of Rofs-^ ' 

When 

* This gentleman 'ftiil retains the place of ComptroHer of the Board 
•f Works, to the King(|bm's forprife ; but demerit in Building, as 
well a^ in Paintings is a fufiident recommendation to a certtunjpecies 
of Patrons^ particularly \i the Profeflbrs are defpifed by the people at 
large. It is the money of l!his nation that is fought for, not the merit. 
The circumftance of being a foreigner too, (for this fame Sir Willian> 
Chambers is a Swede) catnes with it another ftrong cla»m to fs^vouri- 
tifin. 

f The prcfent Blfhop of ^xeter, who, when his Majefly vifited 
that ancient City lately, majt kandfomly excnfed bimfdf the hoi)our of 
entertaining his R^yai Mrtftcry\>j billeting him upon Dean BuRer. The 
following lines, extraAed from a manufcript performance of one John 
Ploughfhare, called The R^yai Progn/s^ we think, will elucidate this 
part of our Epic, and not be unacceptable to our readers. 

< In comm*d the King at lafte to toMrtiy 

< With douft and zweat az nutmeg brown, - , 

< The holfes all in fmoke ; 

* Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 

* Red colours vleeii^, roaring, dringinf^ 

^ ZiO mad zeem*d all de voke. . , 

< Wiping his sweaty jaws and poll, 

* All over douft we fpied 'Squire RoUe, 

< Clofe by the King's coach trattin » 
' Now (homing in the coach hb head, 

• < Ji^eaning (we tboft) it might be ztdf 

« 'Souire RoUe and George be chatto.** 

*Now 
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When Majesty^ to reft his royal Jicad, 
Aik'd of the Chlirch's mitred Son a bed ; 



* Uow went % A(<icrmcn and May'r, 

* Zome with cut wigs, and' zome with hair, 

* The koyal voke to ken ; 

« When Meaftcr May'r, upon my w^rf, 

1 Fpley • i9 the King a gert long fwonJ, 

< Which^rpok'd hack agcn. 

< Npw thoofe that rouild his Worfhip ftood, 

< i>eclar'd it dumlUy was dood ; " ' 

* Yet Squirt, the people zay, 

^ Brandifh'd a gcrt hoft glyftcr*pipc, 

* T9 nuke un in his leffi>n ripe,- 

« That took up half a day. 

< Now dpwn droo Yore-ftreet did they com^ 

* Zum kallowin, and fciWhing zum : 

' Now trudg*d they to the Dean's ; 
' Bocaze the Bifhop zent •mut> word, ' 
** A could not meat- and drink avord, 

<* A had not got the means." 

* A zed, that, <* az vor he, poor man, 
« A had not got a pot or pan, 

" J^or fpoon, nor knive, nor vork j ' 
*^ That he was Weak, and ould,' and fijucal, 
•* And zeldom made a hearty meal, 
^ *< And zddom dradc a cork." 

' Indeed, a is a moderate; man, 

< And io "be all the clargy clan, ' 

* That with un come to chatter;. 

* Who, when they* re axM to a glafs of wine, 
'* To one the wtJther they tip the fign, 

* And beg my Lord's fi.ne water* 

* Then az vor rodms — ^why, there agcn, 
** A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 

*< They were zo fmall,'* he jjcd; 
** And, as vor beds, they wudn't do» 
** In number about one or two, 
<* Vor felf and Joan the maid. 



Poor 
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Poor Man ! who proving, likfe his Sovereign, poor, 

Begg'd him to knock at good D£an Bull er's door; 

fiuLLEK, who took his wand 'ring mafter ^n, 

And fluff 'd with com and oil his Icrip and ikin ; 

For which (on gratitude fo wont to dote) 

The Monarch gave a Tu mblevl —worth a groat f 

O glorious a6l ! an a6t, how feldoni Teen ! 

O what a day of gladnefe for the Dean I - 

A gift fo rare, fo noble, fo fublime, 

Will (hipefy the fons of diftant time. • 

This, let the BuLLEk femily recdrki ; ^ 

This brittle treafure let the Bu^lehs hoard; 

Yet (how, cxuking, upon gala days. 

To bid fome favoured Guest admire and prai&* 

Now did the Majoa hum a tune fo fad ! 

Chromatic — in the robes of forrow clad: 

But, lo i the ballad could not fear controul. 

Nor exorcife the Barbers from his foul : 

And now his lifted eyes the ceiling fought ; 

And now he whiflled — not for want of thouglil; 

«* In vooliih things, a wudn't be cart ; 

« *Twas ftoopid to treat vokcs for nprt :— . ' " 

** No ; twazn't heefe dcfire. ^ 

** Prefarment, too|, .waz to an ccnd ; 
** The King woud never more vpr'n zcnd, 

<« To lift un one peg higher. ' 

<' And yet; vokes zay's a man o* fcnfc, 

^< Honeft and good — but hoardth his pence ; 

« Can't peart with drink nor meat : 
** And then why vore ?** — the peepcl rail ;— 
<* To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail — 
' «* Ould Weymouth o* Long Lcat,** 

« Well, to the Dean's, bounce in they went, 

* And all the day Iji munchin fpent, 

' And guzlin, too, no doubt ; 

* Ar€, white the Gentry driuk'd wtAt'tt,. 

< The M>i, with brandy, ale, and gin, ' ' 

< Got roaring drunk without* 

VoJuL S Amoiini- 
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A n^ournful air the whiftling Major chofc : ^ 
StiH on his rolling eye the razors rofe. 
From grave to fprightly noM^ he changed — a jig — 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wav*cf the wig; ^ 
Still favM his eye alarm'd^ the * Scratch abhorr'd. 
Like wild Macbeth's, the vifionary fword.^*- 
Thus, from what Kings, alas ! may fancy fun. 
His loving fubjeds may be glad to run : 
Thus, when Saint S with en from his fountain pours,. 
(Saint Swithen, tutelary Saint of AiowYs) 
* Beaux (kip, belles fcamper, fly the cocks and heris^ 
With drooping plumage, to the ft elt'ring pens; 
While lo<,the waddling ducks Te Deam utter. 
Flap their glad wings, and gabble thi'ougji the gutter. 

Sing, Muse! or, lo! our Canid not complete, 
What air he«lnimm*d, and whiftied all fo fweet. 
Homer, of ev'ry thing tniiiutely fpeaks, 
From Heaven's ajiibrofi^, to a camp's beef-fteaks : 
Then let us. Muse, adopt a marcli fublime, 
And try to rival Homer with cur rhime;. 
Who, had a' nit, in J tj no's treffes bred, 
l>ropp'd on divine Minerva's wifer head ; 
Or CooK-like Flea, exploring fomcnew track, 
Hopp*d from the clouds to Ac am em toon's back ; 
The Bard had fang the fall in verfe divine. 
And Critics heard the found along the line, 
Jove call'd his Juno onlyyiiK^' Skcky 
The Po et thought it would his foftg enrich :_ * . 
Jo V E, too, juft threaten 'd, with fome birchen rods, 
To whip her publicly before the Gods ; 
The Bard (though but a gc^gii^-bo»t at mod) 
Deem'd it indeed too facred to be loft : , 
Jove CalPd hi» daughter (inly bitch arftf fobi' 
(Poor Pallas, treated like a gfrl at ffchtool), • ' 
Threaten'^ to hara-ftring h^r iJx favorite nag5» 
And tear her bran-new phaietoa to rajg$^ ^ . 

* A frrall wig, or rather an apolqgy for a wig, fo palled, and gene- 
falLy worn- b^ our mol^ £;miable axiil ^u^uil Monarch* 

4 Ti>« 
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The Bard, who never wrote an idle word, 

Bade his bold verfe, the GoD'ibold fjy^ch record ; 

And had the Th-u^t d'r e r but broke wind, the fong 

Had, imitative, born the blall along.—- 

Then be it known to all the world around, 

To folks above, and people under ground, 

To fifli and fowl, a.nd every creeping thing— 

Lillihulkro^ and God fave the King^ 

Were aftually the very airs he chofe ! 

But wherefore — G o© A l M i g H t y only knows ! 
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THE ARGUMENT. 



MonNiNO and Majestt get out of bed together— *A 
mod iblemn and pathetic addrefs to the Mufe> with re- 
fjp«^ to OmenS'^A ferious complaint againd the Omens 
for their non-appearance on fo Imfwtant an occaHon— 
The wives and daughters of the Cooks feek theTalace» 
to encourage their hu(bands---A beautiful comparifon of 
cocks and hens— The difmay of the Cooks— The na* 
tural hiftory ofeyes— Mistbr Ramus enters the kitchen 
— MisTEBL Ramus is praifed for dexterity in ihaving 
Ma|estt — MisTBK Ramus's confequence with Ma* 
jESTT fuperior to that of great Miniilers — Mister 
Ramvs's namfy'pamBy named Billyy giVen by Majesty 
-—The dread occafioncd by Mister Ramus^s appear- 
ance amongil the Cooks— Mister Secker, Clerk of 
the Kitchen, enters in a paflion— Mister Secker 
threatens ireraendoufly.— A wfi of one of the Qooks^ 
nobly anfwers Mister Secker, and vows oppofition— 
Mister Secker replies with aftoniihment, vociferation^ 
and threat— The Heroine's rejoinder to Mister Ra- 
mus, with much farcafm— Mister Secker groweth 
very. wroth— ftudieth revenge---PRUDENCE appeareth 
to him, and admimflereth great and whoMome advice- 
—Prudence becalmeth the Clerk of th^ Kitchen— A 
fecond Heroine appeareth, fpeechifieth, and threaten-^ 
eth-— flily alludeth to the immenfe wealth of «m/^ Ma. 
IBSTT, and the heaps of diamonds belonging to femater 
Majesty— praifeth her hu (band's cleanhne^ ajid de- 
nieth a Ipufe-exiftence in his headland fquinteth atMisTSit 
Srcker as the probable owner of the ammai>r-*MisTERi 
Srcker rageth a fecond time-:-One of the fineA cora- 
' parifons in the world,, between -Mister Secker in at^ 
paflioQ, and a Leg op Mutton and Turnifs in the- 
pot— The Poet paufeth, morali2eth,, and trembleth at 
fii^t Devil, lately mtroduced to the wo^rld, called Eqjr a- ' 
iiTT, the enenw of Majesty— Some of the fweete(b 
lines in the world on the occafion— Prudence re-en- 
tereth to becalm Mister Secker, by clapping herv 
hand on His mouth— An inexpreflible apt TOttte-of- 
fnuU-beer comparifoa— The Cook-Major rifes in> 

wrath^. 
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wrath, and is very fatirical on Mister Seckek- — The 
Clerk of the kitchen replies with intrepidity— .a 
great deal of go$d Cf^mpany ruflkes into the -kitchen — 
Mister Secker commands filence, and announces th^ 
will of his Sovereign— The Sovereign eloquently an^ 
Aoulicftth alfo his own will — A fwe'it and Aiblime com^ 
-faiilbii> equal to any thing ia Homee*. 
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CANTO THE FOURTH. 

* 

^lIcriTH beauteous Lambert's blufii, and RussEJt'a 
^^ fmiles, 

Aurora peep'd upon the firil of Ifles; 
And lo, to bleating flock, and whiflllne bird, 
Uprofe the Sun, and uprofe G. the Third, ^ 
Who left bis Q^een fo charming, and her r6oar» 
To talk of hounds and horfes with the Groom* 
Say, Muse, what ! not-^n^ doud with lowering l()ok% 
To gloom corhpaffion on the heads of Cooks ? 
What ! not one folitary omen fent ; 
Not ofi€ fmall fign, to (ell the great event? 
On Cato's danger, clouds.of ev'ry ihape 
Hung on the Armament their difn^ crape ; 



Aurora wept, poor girl, with forrow big ; 

And Phgbbvs rofe without his golden wig ! 

But now the ikies their ufual manners lolt, 



The fun and moon, and all the ftarry holt ! 
No raven at the window flapped his wines, ' 
And crpak'd portentous to the Cooks ^f Kings; 
No horfes neigh 'd, no bullocks roar'd fo ftout ; 
No fheep, like fheep be-devilPd, ran about ; 
No lightnings flafh'd, no thunder deign'd to growl ; 
No walls re-echoed to the mournful owl ; 
No jackafs bra^'d affiright ; no ghoft 'gan wail ;; 
No comet threaten'd empires with his tail; 



No 
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No witches, wildly fcreaniing, rode the broom ; 
No pewter platters danc'd about the room. 
Thus unregarded droop'd each menaced head, ' 
As though the omens all were i^aily dead ; 
As unregarded (what a horrid flur !) 
As though the Monarch meant to fliave a cur ! 

Now to tlie itttchen of the Palace came 
Full many a damfel fweet, and daring dame, 
The wives and daughters of thofe Cooks forlorn 
Whofe lucklefs heads were threaten'd to be fhorn : 
Ire in each eye, and vengeahce in each hand, 
To cheer their htiibands, pour'd the boaftfiil band ! 
Thus, when the ancient Britons ru(h*d to battle, 
Their wive^ intrepid join'd the general rattle ; 
Encouraging their hu(bands in the fitry, 
For fear fome pale-nos'd rogues might run away : 
O glorious a^ I — repelling cowan* fear-— 
Thus cocks fight bra veil when the hens are near. 

Now qn the band of» Ladies fbr'd the cooks, 
And feem'd to ik^w hair^niia iu their looks. * 
Grea^is the eloquence of eyefe indded-^ 
Much hiil'ry in tbble tell-tale orbs we read i 
What though no bigger than a buttpn-hcdey 
Yet what a wonidvous -window to tlie foul \ 
The bofom's joy, and rHef, and hooe, and iear. 
In lively coloiut are elided here I 

Now to the crow<kd kitchcti 1Lahv6 fprmg^ 
Ramus, calPd 3ii.LT by the beft of Kiagj.; 
Who much of. raidrs axid of fbap-fuds kMwa^ 
Well ikiird to take Great Cjesar by the nofe : 
Much by ib Sovereign loy*d, a tnifty Page, 
Who oftei\ puts groat Statefinen in a ra^ ; 
Poor Lords! coftipeU'd agaltift their wUl to v^ahf, 
Thougl^ afs-like laden with aiffiurs of State, 
Till Page and Monarch finiih deep difpistes 
On buckikin breeches^ or a pair of boots t 
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5/7/k, a pretty name oP love, fofwect, 
Familiar, eafy, for afFcdtion meet ! 
Thus formal Patrick is transformed to Paddy ; 
And Fathci'y by the children chriftenM Daddy : 
And Oliver, who could e'en iTi^g^j control. 
By many a ^ufand is baptiz'd Oli> Nos.x.« . 

Speak, R s ii3>£ii^ «Hdft tfaou ever fee a ghoft ? 
If lo-^l»Hi floodefi: ^:ariiig, like a poll : * 

Thus did the Cooks on Billy Ramus ftare, 
Whofe frighdiil prefenoe porcupin'd eacb hair. * 

Now enter'd * S e'CK e jt-*-*a[id now thus he i|)oke :*^ 
" This Loufe affair's a very pretty joke ! 
" Arn't you aft-jaa'd of it, you dirty dogs ?— 
" Zounds ! have you all been fleeping with the hogs ? 
" But mind — you^il be, to all your great delight, 
" Bald as fo many coots bsfore 'tis night. 
*' No murHiurs, gentlemen— *tis ail in vain j 
*' When Monarchs order, who fJtM dare complain r'* . 
Now from the female Ba^nd, a HntoiKE rav*d, 
" G-d curfe me, if my hulband^^l// be lhav*d! 
^ You fban*t, you ihan't the fellow's head difgracc ^ 
** I fay the man ihall fooner iofe bis place. 
" ^^/, like >he very devil, I loath, I hate— 
^ And cilrfe me, if a nightcap hugs his pate."*-* 
^ Hoy, Impudence !'' the wrathftil Secker cfy^d. 
With horror ftaring, and a mouth yard^wide-^ 
^ Where, where's my ftick, my caavC) my wlup, mf 
fwitjEh? ' 

** Who taught rebellion tYCy votj faucy b*- ?"— 
** Myfclf^^ with hand&afcembow, ory'd the Dame i 
" I tell yo, Mffter Secker, *tis a'fliamc; 
** 1 telj ye that the Cooks .will all be fooli, 
*' To fufFer mzors to. come utar their fkulls. 
" Bitck<oOy fbrifooth ♦ -Ae latiguage of a hog ! 
** If l*m a biloh, \ixeti/6m^'% ^ dog.»* 



'* Iazc Ch[k of the Kitchen, 
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Now all th' internal man of Secker boii*d ; 
From thought to thought of turbulence He toil'd : 
Now, refolution-fraught, he wifli'd to ftick her, 
Now in her face to fpit, and now to kick her. 
But Prudence in that very moment came, 
And fweetly whifper'd to the.man of flame— 
** Fie, Secker! kicka z(w»aif /Secker,^ fie! 
** On matter more fublime, thy prowef&try — 
•* No gldry fprines from kicking wives of Cooks : 
^ Strive to (iirpals great Kings in binding books ; 
** Tranfcend great Kings in forcing ftubbom kine 
** To bceakfaft on hode-chefnuts, fup, and dine ; . 
** In educating pig^, be thou as deep; 
" And learn, like Kings, to feel the rumps of ilieep. 
** Go, txiumph at the market- towns with wool : , 
, ** Go, breed for lady>cows the braveft bull; 
** Tow'r o'er the fcepter*d Great in fat of lambs,' 
** And rife a rival in the breed of rams. — 
** Thefe be thine a6is — from hence fair glory flows, 
" Whofe beam, a bonfire rounda Monarch glows. 
** Siirpafs in charity towards the poor; 
** Nof bully ftarving Me r it from the door. 
** Behold, for patronage lean Genius pant! 
" What though the wealthy Great a tafie may want, 
** Yet, w€fuld they cafl th^ir eyes on pining Merit, 
** Thofe-cyes would quickly warm her frozen fpirit. 
** The foal may lift the Mourn er from the tomb, 
^* And bid the buried feeds of Genius bloom. 
" Yes, fools of Fortune, did thofe fools incline 
" To look on humble Worth, might bid her fliincr 
** Thus tallow candles in a chandelier 
*' Make the keen beauties of the glafs appear, 
^* Call into n^te a thoufand trembling rays, 
*' And fhare the merit of the mingled blaze. 
** The Great ihoukl bid like Suns their treafiires flow, 
'* Whofe beams wide- fpreading no diflindipnkoow;* ' 
^ But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe, 
^ A«d ^ght ait once a fyiltm and a pipe." 
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X Thus Prudence fpoke,.whcn Secker to the Dame 
Confefs'd his fault, and ftapp'd the burlting flame. 
Now ftorm'd a fecond Heroine from the band, 
€alPd Joan, ^nd fiili at Secker made a ftand — 
" I fay, Tom fiian't be fhav'd— he fhan't— hft fhan't— 
^' Leek porridge, ftitaboirt, iPe*ll fooner want ; 
'* We'll rather hunt the gutters for our meat ; 
" Cry mackrel, or fing ballads through the flreet ; 
" Foot ftockings, mend old china, or black flioes, 
" Sopner than Tom, poor foul, his locks fhall lofe, 
" Humph 1 what a pretty hoiiy toity's here ; 
.** Thomas, I fey, lhan*t lofe his locks, poor dear! 
*' Shav'd loo I caufe people happen to be /ow— 
" I never heard of fuch a trick before. 
" Folks think they may take fireedoips with a Cook-^ 
" Go, aik your Master if he*d (have a Duhe. 
w Isjo — if he dar'd to dp it, I'll becurft: 
" No, Secker, he would eat the razor firft. 
" Good lord ! to think poor people's heads to plunder— • 
" Why, lord ! are people drunk, or mad, T wonder ? 
" What ! . (hall my poor dear hufoand lof<j his locks 
" Becauie a ha'n't ten millions in the ftocks ? - 
^' Becaufe on nie, forfooth, a can't beftow 
** A di'mond petticoat, to make a fliow ? 
"*' Marry come up, indeed — ^a pretty joke — 
" Any thing's good enough for humble folk : 
" Shov'd here and there, forfooth ; call'd dog and b — ^ 
*' God blefs Us, well, becaufe we are not rich ! 
"** Peoj^le will foon be beat about with fticks, 
^* Forfooth, becaufe they han'tacoarh and fix. 
" A fhan't be ihav'd, and I'm his lawfwl wife : 
*' Th^ n:aii was never loufy in his life. '' 
" Ax what his mother fays — his neareft kin— • 
" * Tom never had a blotch upon his ikin, 
" * But when a had the meafles and fraall pox.' 
•" ,What /cr, then, ftiall the fellow lofe his locks I 
^' * She never in Jier life-lime Ciw (flie fays) 
^*' * A tidier, cleaner lad, in all her days — 
"** * And all her neighbours faid with huge furprifc^ 
'** * A finer boy- i^wis flevw fcen with eytt /" 
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** Soj Miftcr Seck^r, let's have no more tou/e; 
** Hunt farther for the owner of the loufe. 
•' Sir, 'tis a burning Jiame^ I'm bold to fay, 
** To take poor people's chara6^er away. 
** Who knows the varmine is n't your own, odsfiili I 
• •* You're fond of peeping into ev*ry diili." 

Again of Secker boil'd th* internal man; 
Thought urging thought, again to rage began : 
iH uge thoughts of diflrrent fizes fweli'd his foul ; 
Now mounting high, now finking low they roll ; 
fiuflling here, there, up, down, and round about ; 
So wild the mob, (b terrible the rout ! 
Howlikea.LEG of Mutton inthepot, 
With turnips thick furrounded all io het ! 
Amid the gulph of br^th, fublime, profound. 
Tumultuous, joftling, how they rufh around ! 
Now ufi the turnips mount with (kins of fnow, > 
While refllefs lab'ring Mutton dives below— 
Now lofty foaring,^ climbs the leg of ihcep, 
While Turnip downward plunges 'mid the deep ! 
Strange fuch rcfemblances in things Ihoqld lie/ 
But what cfcapes the Poet*s piercing eye ? 
' Juft like the Sun — for what efcapcs his ray^ 
Who darts on deepeft fhade the golden day { 

Mufe, let us paufe a moment — ^here we fee ^ 
A woman, certainly of low degree, 
Revihng fo/i of ejevated ftation ; 
Thus waging war with mild Subordination. 
Should fweet Subordination, chance to die. 
Adieu to Kings and Courtier men fo high ; 
Then will that Imp E(iTJALiTY prevail, 
Who knows no difference between head and tail ; 
Then Majesty, the lol't)^ nofe who lifts, 
Witti tears Ihall wafli and iron her own fhifts ; 
To darn her llockings^ from her height defcend, 
'Which now are giv'n, to *Mackenthun to mend— 

^ A laJj; attexidant on the PrinccHies. 

/ Tura 
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Turn her fair fingers into viilgar paws. 
And wafh her dirty laces and her ganze. . 
Then dimm'd are coronets that awe infpire, 
And fceptres iluff 'd, like feggols, in the fire. 
Ne'er let me view the hour, my foul that fhocks. 
When female Majcfty fhall wafli her fmocks : 
Such humbled grandeur let me never fee : 
Soapfuds and Sovereignty but ill agree : 
Malkin and Majeftv, but ill accord : 
Rubbers and Royalty, are kin abhorr'd I 
Strange union I 'tis the Vulture and the Bat : 
A gulph and mudp(X)l-<^elephant and rat ; 
A great Archbifhop, and an Undertaker ; 
The Mufe of Epic, and a riddle- maker ; 
A roaring King in tragedy fublime ; 
And he who plays poor Pug in Pantomime ; • 
The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws. 
Firm in the fair fupport of Freedom's caufe. 
And that fame Lord, behind the fcenes, a fnail. 
Who, crawling, of an adrefs * holds the tail ; 
March ESI on the ftage with fteel and plume, 
And that Marchesi in a lady's roorflj 
Sir f Joseph, Jove-like, with his hammerM arm^ 
Who thund'ring breaks of fleep the opiate charm p 
And that Sir Josepit, with a (imple look, 
Colleding fimples near the fimple brook. 

Again came Prudence^ quaker-looking /©r^r, 
Sweet-humour'd Goddefs, to fupprefs the Itorm, 
Who«clapp'd her hands^ (indeed an a6t uncouth) 
Full on the gaping hole of Secker's mouth ; 
Compreffing thus a thoufand iron words. 
Sharp cv'ry foul of them as points of fwords i 
But loon her hand forfook his lips and chin ; 
Who own'd the God3efs, and but gave a grin*. 

* Mifs Fanvn. ' 

f Sir Jofhua Banks. A part of his royalinfignia is a Bamtner !»• 
knock dowQ a difpute,. and ko^ the Royal Society awake. 

T a Thus 
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Thus from a fi-etful bottle of ftnaJl beer, ' 

If, road, the cork {hould Leap with wi id career; 

Xo, to the bottle's mouth the butler flies, 

And with dexterity his hand applies I 

In vain tlie liquor buftles 'mid the dome ; 

John quells all fiiry, and fubdues the foam ! 

Now rofe the Major — " Mifter Skcker — Sir, 

** You make in this affair a pretty ftir ! 

** *Twere doubtlefs a fine prefent in a box^ 

** To oflfer to our fovereign Lord, the locks : 

" Some 'vafi reward would follow, to be fure ; 

" A pretty little, fweet, fnug, Jinecure, 

** Yes-:— Master Secker well can play 4i is cards ; 

" Sublime achi^veiTients claim fublime rewards. 

" I humbly do pre fume. Sir, that his Grai:e 

** Hath proipis'd ye a warm Excileman's place: 

•* Some folks are Jacks-in-office^ fond of |)Ower !" 

Thus fpoke the Cook, like vinegar fo four. 

*' No mgtfer, Mailer Major, what .1 get ; 

*' All that I know, is this, your heads fhall fwcat:" 

*' I'll fee the bufinefs done, depend upon't — 

" Pil order matters, d — n me, if I don't : 

" Yes, Mafter Dixon, you ihall know who's who— « 

"-Which is the better gemman, I or you. 

Thus anfwcrs Secker to the man of woes. 

And pohits his fatire with a cock'd-upuofe. 

Scarce had he utter'd, when a noife was heard ; 

And now behold a motley band appear'd \ 

With Babel founds at once the kitchen rings. 

Of Groom, Page, Barber, and the bejt of Kings' 

And lo, the befi of ,Queens muft fee the fun ; 

And lo, the Princeffes fo beauteous run ; 

And Madam Schwellenberg came hobbling too; 

Poor lady, lofing in the race a flioe ! 

But in revenge-purfuit, the lofs how (light I 

The world would lofe a legy to pleafe a /pite^ 

And now for P(ac€ did Becker bawl aloud; 
Aad l0| P£A(;s caioe aznong the crowd. 

In 
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In courts of juftice thus, to hufh the hum, 
•* Silence !" -the cryer calls, and ^11 is mum— • 
** Cooks, Scullions, all, of high and low degree, 
•* Attend, and leam our Monarch's will from me^ 
" Our Sov'reign Lord the King, whofe word is fate, • 
** Wills in his wifdom to fee ihav*d each pate : 
•* Then, Gentlemen, pray take your chairs at once 5 
•* And let each Barber fall upon his fconce." — 
Thus thunder'd Secker with a MARS-like facc> / 
And flruckdire terror through the roafline race. 
. Thus roar'd Achilles 'mid the martial my,. 
When ev'ry frighted Trojan ran away. 

Calm was the crowd, when thus the King of Ifle* 
Firm for the ihave — but yet with kingly fmiles — 
" You muftbe Ihav'd — ^you (hall, you mu ft indeed? 
" No, no, I fhaa't let flip a fingie head — 
** A very filthy, nafty, dirty trick—* 
" The thought on't turns my ftomach-^nakes me ficE.- 
•* Loufe — ^loufe — a nafty thing — a loufe T hate ; — 
" No, no, I'll have no more upon my plate. 
** One is fufficient — ^yes, yes— quite a ftore — 
•* I'll have no more — no more, I'll have no more."* 

Thus fpoke the King,, like ev'ry" king who gives 
To trifles, luftrethat for ever lives. 
Thus ftiflJiing vapours from the oozy pool. 
Of cats and kittens^ dogs and puppies full, 
Bright Sol fublimcs, and gives them golden wings^j 
The cloud, on which y<?«« fay, the Cbcnub fing^ 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, G?r. 



Q BOSWELL, Bozzy, Bruce,* whatever thy name, 

^^ Thou mighty fliark for anecdote and feme ; 

Thou jackaiJ^ leaxiing lion Jobnfon forth 

To eat M*Pherfon -f *midft his native North ; 

Tq fti^ten grave profefibrs with hds roar, 

Arid.fhake the Hebrides from fbore to fiiore— ^ 

All hail ! At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 

To give (Mie fpark to Fame's befpan^ed page 

Is amply gta^ed — a thoufaiid eyes 

Survey thy books with rapture and fiirprife ! 

Loud, of thy Toar, a thoufarid tongues have fpoken, 

And wonder*d diat thy bones were never broken I 

Triumphant, thou thro* Timk*s vaft gulph ftiail fiiil. 
The pilot of our literary whale ; 
Clofe to the ckffic Rambler Ihalt thou ding, 
Clofe as a fupple courtier. to a king ; 
Fate fliall not ftiake thee off with all its pow*r, 
Stuck like a bat to fome old ivy'd tow*r. 
Nay, though thy Johnfon ne'er had btefsM thine eyes^ 
PaoIi*s deeds had raised thee to the fkies ! 
Yes ! his broad wing had raisM thee (no bad hack) 
A torn -tit twitt'ring on an eagle's back. 

Thou, curious fcrapmonger, flialt live in fong 
When death hatli flill'd th^ rattle of thy tongue ; 

* Vide Note, page i6. ' 

f The tranflator (but in Dr. JohafoD** opinion, the author) of the 
Puems iUtr^butetf to OlHau. 
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a 14 IPIsflE TO BOSWEtt* 

E'en fiiture babes to lifp thy name (hall learn. 

And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy Heanv 

Who drove the fpiders from much profe and rhime. 

And fnatch'd old ftories from the jaws of Time. 

Sweet is thy page, * I wedn, that doth recite 

How thou and Johnfon, arm in arm, one night, 

March 'd through fair Edinburgh's pa6loiian Siow'rs, 

Which Cloacina bountifully pours ; 

Thofe gracious fliow'rs that fraught with fragrance floWj 

And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 

How fweetly grumbled too was Sam's remark, 

* I fmell you, Mailer Bozzy, in the dark 1" 

Alas ! hiiiorians are confounded dull ; 

A dim Bceotia reigns in ev'ry fkull ; 

Mere beafts of burden, broken -winded, flow, 

Heavy as qart-horfes, along they go ; ' 

Whilft thou, a will-o'-whilp, up, down, here, there^ 

Wild dartefl corufcations cv'ry where. 

What taftelefs mouth can gape, what eye can clofei 
What head can nod o'er thy enlivening profe ? 
To others' worlds, the works of thy inditing * 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting* 
^ Think not I flatter thee, my flippant friend; . 
For well I know that flatt'ry would offend : 
Yet honeft praife, I'm fure, thou would'ft not fliun. 
Born with a ftomach to digeft a tun ! 
Who can reiufe a fmile, that reads thy page, 
Where furly Sam, inflam'd with Tory rage, 
NafTau befcoundrels, and with anger big, 
Swears Whigs are rogues, and ev'ry rogue a Whig ? 
Who will not, too, thy pen's «/«»//> blefs, 
That gives pofterity the Rambler's f drefs ? 
Metbinks T view his full, plain fuit of brown, 
The large grey bufhy wig that grac'd his crown. 
Black worited flockings, little nlver buckles. 
And fhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles. 
I mark the brown great-coat of cloth ho^worc, . 
Th^ two huge Patagonian pockets bore, 

* Vide page 14. f Viiz page 9. 

Which 
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■ PISTLE TO BpSWELL. %I^ 

Which Patagonians (wond*rous to unfold !) 
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold. 
I fee the R amble r.* on a large bay mare, 
Juft like a Centaur, ev'ry danger dare, 
On a full gallop dafh the' yielding wind, , 
The colt and Bozzy fcamp'ring clofe behind. 

Of Lady Lochbury f with what glee we read, 
Who ofFer'd Sam, for breakfaft, cold fheep*s head ; 
Who, prefs'd and worry'd by this dame fo civil, 
Wifli-d the llieep*s head and wcanan's at the deviU 

I fee you failing both in Buchan's J pot- 
Now ftorming an oid woman § and her cot ; 
Who terrified at each tremendous fhape, 
Deem*d you two Demons ready for a rape : 
1 fee all marveling at M'Leod's together 
Oil Sam's remarks || on whey and tanning leather : 
At Corrjchatachin's,^ the Lord knows how, 
1 fee thee, Bozzy, drunk as David's fow. 
And begging, with rais'd eyes and Icngthen'd chin, < 
Heav*n not to dam^thee for the deadly fin : 
I fee too, the ftern moralift regale, 
And pen a Latin ode to Miflrds Thrale.** 
I fee, without a night-cap on his head. 
Rare fight ! bald Sam in the Pretender's ft ^^ • 
I hear (what's wonderful !) unfought by ftudying, 
His claffic diflertatipn upon pudding iJJ 
Of Provofl Jopp,§§ I mark the marv'ling fiace, , 

Who gave the Rambler's freedom with a grace : 
I fee too, trav'ling from the Isle of EGG,||f| 
The humble fervant ^% of a horfe's leg ; 
And Snip, the taylor, froTn the Isle of MucK,*t 
Whoflitch'd in Sky with tolerable luck: 

* P'gc 376. + Page 4^9, J Pjgc 104. 

§ Page 143* . II Page 299. f Page 317, * 

•* Page 177. ff Page 216. XX Page 440. 

§§ Page 39- till P-*«« «75* f ^ A Wackfmith. 



*t Page 275. 
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I fee tlie horn that drunkards muft adore,; 
. The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie More j* 
And bloody ihields that guarded hearts in qjuarrds, 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter barrels* 
Methinks the Caledonian dame I fee 
Familiar fitting on the Rambler's knee, 
Charming, with kifles fweet, the chuckling fage; 
Melting with fweeteft fmiles the froft of age ; 
LiLe Sol, who darts at times a cheerful ray 
O'er the wan vifage of a wintel^'s day. 
** Do it. again, my dear," (I hear Sam ciy) 
** See who firft tires, my charmer, you or I." 
I fee thee flufliiig, with a hand uncouth, 
An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnfon's mouth ; 
And, lo ! I fee, with all his might and maiui 
Thy Johnfon fpit the whiting out again. 
Rare anecdotes ! 'tis anecdotes like thefe 
That bring thee glory,, and the million pleafe ! 
On thefe fliall future times delighted Uare, 
Thou charming haberdaiher of liuall H^are I 
Stewart aad Robeftfon> from thee, Ihail kara 
The fimple charms of Hift'ry to difcern : 
To thee, fair Uift'ry's palm, (ball Livy yield, 

- And Tacitus, to BosSzy, leave the field ! 
Joe Miller's lelf, whofe page fuch fun provokes. 
Shall quit his (hroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes ! 
How are. we all with rapture touch'd, to fee 
Where, when, and at what hour, you fwallow'^d'tea ! 

, How, once, to grace this Afiatic treat, 
Came haddocks, which the Rambler could not eat. ' 
Pleas'd, on thy book thy Sov*reign's eye-balls roll, 
Who loves agoffip's ftory from his foul ! 
Blefl with tl^ jnem'ry of tlie Perfian king,f 
Who, ev'ry body; knows, and ev'ry thing ; ' , / 

Who's dead, whofe's married, what poor girl beguU'd 
Hath loft a paramour, and found a child ; 

*,Page 254. -j- Cyrus. 

Whick 
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Which gard'nw hath aioft cabbages and pea*. 

And which old woman hath mott hives of bees; 

Which fanner hath the moft prolific fows, 

Cocks, hens, geefe, turkeys, goats, fliecp, bulk, and cows; 

Which barber beft the ladies' locks can curl ; 

Which houfe in Windfor fells the fined purl • 

Which chimney-fweep bed beats, in gold array, , 

His brufii and fliovel, on the firft of May ; 

Whofe dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel ; 

And whofe the puppct-fhew,' that bears the bell ; 

Wirich clever fmith, the prettied man trap mak«,* 

To fave from thieves the royal clucks and drakes, 

The Guinea hens and peacocks, with their eggs. 

And catch his loving fubjecEts by the legs. 

Oh ! fince the Prince of goflips reads thy book. 

To what high honours may not Bozzy look ? 

The fun-fhine of his fmile may foon be thine— 

Perchaunce^ in converfethou may 'ft hear him flline: 

FerchauHce^ to damp thy merit through the nation, 

He begs of Johnfon's Life, thy dedication ; 

Aflcs queftions f of thee, and, O lucky df, 

Moft kindly anfwcrs ev'ry one himfelL 

B(efs'd with the claffic learning J of a college. 

Our K g is not a mifer of his knowledge : 

Nought in the ftorehoufe of his brains turns mufty ; 
No razor- wit,/ for want of ufe, grows rufty : 

* His M ' y hath planted a number of thofe trufty guardians 
around his park at Windfor, for the benefit of the public. 

f Juft after pr. Johnfon had been honoured with an interview with 
9 certain great pcrfonajc, in the Queen's library at Buckingham H<iufc, 
he was iotcrrogatod by a friend concerning his reception, and his opinion 

of the r-y-1 inlelleit. — " His M y fccms to be pofleifcd of fomc 

good-nature and much curiofity (replied the Do<ftor) : as for his yuc^ 
it is riot contemptible. His M-- — y indeed was wultijaripui \n his 
fjeftio^s ; but, thank God, he anfwered them all himjclf^ 

X This is a very extraordinary circumftance : the hrc P— — .5 
D — ■ — r rttalntd three parrs of the money ordered for the education of 
lier children. The effeA of this miferahle condu<£^ was fo confpicuous 

in her daughter M a, that the letters received from her dyring her 

Tcfidcnce in Denmark, were abfolutcly unintelligible, 

i Vol. I. U Whatever 
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•^"tS ■ firrsTi'fi to ^osWKt't.. 

Whatever hlsliead fuggefts, 'whatever hip "knows, 

Free. as felefticJfi beer from'tubs, rt fiowt ! 

Yet, ah I fuperior for !— -it boafts the merit 

Of 'new fuddlhig people with thelJMriti 

Say, Bozzy„ When, tb 'bWs our anxiotis fight, 

When (liall thy vola'nte * btirft the g^tes of light? 

Oh, cl^hM ill calf, ambitious brat, be^ofn — 

Out kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn ! 

My fancy's keen anficipatlcg eye, 

A thoufand charming anecdotes can fpy : 

I read, I read of G — ge the learn 'd f dlfplay 

On Lowth's and Warburton's immortal fray : 

Of G— ge, Whofe brain, if right the mark I hit. 

Forms one hugfe Cyclopifedia of wit ; 

That holds the wildom of a thoufand ages, 

And frightens all his wbrfcmen and his pages ! 

O Bozzy, dill, thy tell-tale plan Jpurfiie : 

The world is wonSrotis fond of lomething new ; 

And, let but Scandal's breath embrtlm the page, 

It lives a welcome gucd from age to age. 

Not only fay who breathes iin arrant knave, 

But who hath fneak'd a rafcal to his grave : 

Make o'er his turf (in Virtue's caufe) a roiU, 

And, like a d-mn'd good Chrifdan, pull him out. 

Without a fear, on rami lies harangue ; 

Say who ftiall lofe their e&rs, and Who fh^nhang; 

Publifli the demi-reps, and punks-— nay more, 

^Declare what virtuous wife to/// he a wh-re. 

Thy brilliant brain, conje^ure can fopply. 

To clrarm through -ev'ry leaf the eager eye* 

The- blue-fEocking J ftxnety defcribe. 

And give thy comment on each joke, and jH)e^ 

* ThcLifeofDr.Johnfon. 

\ His M y*s commentary an tlac quarrefi, In wliich the Eidiqf 

and the Doiflar pelted one the other wiih dirt fo grac^fwlly, will be a 
trcafure to tic lovers of litcr.iture ! Mr. B., hath .as good as promifcdic 
to the public, and, we hope, means to keep his word. 

\ A cluU chiefly compofcd of mojl learned "ladies^ profound critics^ 
and Jiif'dehgattd wblttn oX ^adr^ to whicU 2lc'3. was aamitted. 

TeU 
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Tell what t^ ^men are, ti^eir wic^ their quality, 
And dip them in thy iipcaois of inmu>rtaUty ! 

Let Lord M'Donald threat thy l>reech .to.kick,f 
And o'er thy fhrinking ftioulders fhake his ftick : 
Tjcat with contempt the menace of this Lord ; 
'TIS Hift'ry's province, Bozzy, to record^ 
Though V^ilkes abufe thy brain, that airy mill. 
And (wear poor Johnfon mur<Ur^d by the quill ; 
What's that to thee? Why let the victim bleed— 
Thy end is anfwer*d, if the nation read. 
The fiddling Kiught^ and tuneful Miflrefs Thr^Ie, 
Who frequently hobb'd or Dobb'd with Sam^ in tlci 
Snatcb'd up the pen (a^ thirft of i^e infpires !) 
To write his jokes and ftories by their fires ; 
Then why not thou^ each joke and tale enrol, 
Who like a watchful cat, before a hpje,^ 
Full twenty, years (inflam'd with lettcr*d pride) 
Didil moufing fit btrfore Sanies mouth fo wide. 
To catch as many fcraps as thoa wert able^-^ 
A very Laz'rus at the rich man^s tabl^ ? 
What though againft thee porters § bounce the door. 
And bid thee hunt for fecrets there namore ; 
With pen and ink fo .ready at thy coat, 
Excifeman-like, each fyllable to noce, 
That giv'n to printer's devils, (a precious load !) 
On wings of print comes flying all abroad ? 
Watch then the venal valets — fmack the maids, 
And try with gold to make them rogues and jades : 
Yet fliould their honefty thy bribes refent ; 
Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent : 

' f A letter of fevcrc rcmonftrance was fcnt to Mr. B. who, in con- 
lequetice, omitted, in the fecond edition of his Journal, what is lo 
generally plcafing to the public, viz. the fcandalous paflages rebtiv* 
to that nobleman. 

{ Sir John Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs. Thralc, now Madam 
FroKzi) threatens us with the life of the late lexicographer. 

§ This is literally true-^« Nobody is at home." — Our great people 
want the tafte to relilh Mr. Bof well's vehicles to im mortality. Though- 
IB LendoM, poor Boz7.y is in a defert. 

U 2 Like 
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Like old Voltaire, who placed his greateft glory 
In cooking up an entertaining ftory ; ' , 

Who laugh'd at Truth, whene'er her fimple tongue 
Would fnatch amufement from a tale or fong. 

Oh ! whilft, amid the anecdotic mine, 
Thou labour'ft hard to bid thy Hero fliine, 
Run to Bolt Court,* exert thy Curl-lik^ f foul, 
And fiili for golden leaves from hole to hole J 
Find when he ate and drank, and coughed and fneez'd--* 
Let all his motions in thy book be foueez'd : 
On tales, however ftrangc, impofe tny claw j 
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ftraw : 
Sam's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat ; 
For all that breathes of Johnfon muft ht great ! 

' Bleft be thy labours, moft adventurous Bozzi, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi ; 
Heav'ns ! \yith what laurels fhall thy head be crown'd ! 
A grove, a foreft, Ihall thy ears furround ! 
Yes ! whild the Rambler (hall a comet blaze^ 
And gild a world of darknefs with his rays ; 
Thee too, that world, with wonderment, fliall hail| 
A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail I 

* In Flf€t-(lr«t, where the DoAor lived and died. 
t Curl, thebookfellcr, frequently bribed people to hunt ihc tf wplci 
of Cloaclna for the letters of Pope and Swifc. 
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kS Mr. BosW£it'i Jduroal hatS arffbrdcd fbdi tmi- 
**■ ver&l pleaibre by the relation of mitratt incidents^. 
»nd tlic great Moralift's opijiioii of men and tbings, d^rii^ 
his aormern tour^ it wiu be adding great Jy to the ^ec- 
dotiul treafiiiy, as well as making Mr. B. happy,^a com- 
municate part of a Dialogue that took ptace bet^recn Dn 
Johnfon, and the Author of tins Congratulatory Epiftle,, 
• Hbw apMDotb» be^e the DoAot paid thegreat<kbt of na- 
ture. The Do6tor was very cheerful that day ; had on a 
Msck coilt' aad waiAoocity . a bUck pkilb pair> of brocohes, , 
And black wavDed. fiadkiags, a faandibme giey wig, ^ 
ibin, a cnnftinf fiockloti^ a blaek pair of bu^ns in hi5 
Mftt fleevtSy a pair of fhocs orBaauated witb tbe vary 
identical Ihtk buckles that aiccoropaiucd the phiiofopher 
to the Hebrides ; his nails were very neatly pared, and h\s 
beard frefli (haved with a razor fabricated by the ingeni- 
ous Mr. Savigny.- 

P. P. ** Pray, DoAor, what is- your opinion- of Mr.- 
Bofwell's literary powers?" 

Johnfm,. *' Sir, my opinion is, that whenever Bozty 
expires, he will create no vacuum in the region of litera- 
ture — hc'feems ftrongly afFe£led by the cacoetkes fcribendi / 
wifhes to be thought a rear a avis^ and in truth fo he is-^ — 
ywur knowledge in ornithology. Sir, will eaiily difcover, 
la wdhat fpecies of bird I alludeJ*' Here the Dodor fliook 
his head and laughed; 

P. P, "' What think ynu, Sir, of his account of 
Codi^ ?— of his charad^r of Paoli V* 

U J. John/on^ 
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Johnfin* ^ Sir, he hath made a mountain df a wart. 
But Paoli has virtues. The account is a fiurago of dif* 
gufting egotiiin and pompous inanity." 

P. P. " I have heard it whifpercd, DoAor, that Ihould 
you die before him, Mr. B. means to write your life." 

• Johifin. 'f Sir, he cannot mean me fo irreparable an 
injuiy.— -Wluch of us ihall die firft, is only known to 
the Great Diibofer of events ; but were I fuie that James 
BoCwell would write my life, I do not know whedier I 
would not anticipate the meafure, by taking ^ij/' (Here 
he made three or four ftrides acrols the room, and re- 
turned to his chair with violent emotion.) 

P. P. •* I am afraid that he means to do you the favour." 

Johnfoh. *• He dares not — ^he would make a fcarecrow 
of me. I give him liberty to iire his blunderbufs in hit 
owa face, but not murder me. Sir, I hoed not his muro^ 
6^a— BoswELL write my life! why the fellow poifeiles 
not abilities for writing the life of an ephcmeron?^ 



BOZZl 



d by Google 



BOZZY AND PIOZZI: 



0K« THI 



BRITISH BIOGRAPHERS. 



TOWN ECLOGUE. 



*^~ Atcadtt ambo> 



£t caatare pares, ' et rcfpo«<lere> poratH V I Itt; 1 l. 
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THB ARGfTMENT. 

ON the dieath of Doctoe Johnson^ a number of peeplfr 
ambitious of being didinguiflied from the mute part of 
their fpecies, fet about relating and printing (tones and 
hon-mots of that celebrated moralift. Among the moft 
zealoust though n^t the - HM>ft efd ij^h t ti te ni f . appeared Mr. 
Bos WELL and Madame Piozzi, the Hero and He- 
roine of our Eclogue. They are fuppofcd to have 
in contemplation the £//> of Johnson ; and to prove 
their biographical abilities, appeal to Sir John Haw- 
kins for his decifion on their refpeftive merits, by quo- 
tations from their printed anecdotes> of the Doctor. 
Sir ^ohn hears them with mudmmon patience, and de- 
termines very pfofcrljt oh the pretcouons of the con« 
tending partiea. ^ 
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TOWN ECLOGUE. 



"fX^HILE T0HK8OK ibught (as Shakefpeare fay^) that 
^^ . bourni 

From whence, alas ! no ftavellers return $ 
In humbler Englifh, when the Dodor died, 
Apollo whimper'd, and the Musbs cried ; 
'Parnassus mop'd for days, in bufinefs flack, 
And, like a hearfe, the hill was hung with black | 
MiNKRVA, fighing for her fev'rite ion, 
Pronounc'd, with Tengthen'd fece, the world undone; 
Her OWL, too, hooted in fo louda ftyle. 
That people might have heard the bis d a mile ^ 

iovE wip'd his eyes fo red, and told Ws wife,. 
le ne'er made Johnson's equal in his life ; 
And that 'twould be a long, long time, if ever, 
His art could form a fellow half fo clever : 
Venus, of all the little Loves the dam, 
With all the Graces, fobb'd for brother Sam: 
Such were the heav'nly bowlings for his death. 
As if Dame Nature bad refign'd her breath. 
Nor lefs fonorous was the grief, 1 ween, 
Amidft the natives of our earthly fcene : 
F/om beggars, to the Great who hold the helm, 
One Johnfo-mania rag'd through all the realm ! 
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" }Fho (cry*<I the world) can match his profc or rhyme? 
•* 0*cr wits of modem days he tow'rs fublime ! 
*' An oak, widc-fprcading o'er the Ihrubs below,. 
•* That round his roots, with piniy foliage^ blow ; 
** A pyramid, amidft fome barren wafte, 
•• That frowns o'er huts, the fport of cv'ry blaft ;. 
•* A mighty Atlas, whofe afpiring head 
** O'er diftant regions calls an awful (hade. 
^^ By kings and beggars^ lo 1 bis tales are told^ 
*' And ty*rY fenteoce ek>ws a grain cf gold 1 
** Blefti who his philoiophic phiz can take, 
*' Catch ev'u his weakneues— his noddle's fliake, 
^ The lengthened lip of fcom, the fbrehcad's fcowV 
•• The low 'ring eye's contempt, and bear-like growL 
•* In vain^ the Critics aim their toothlefs rage I 
*• Merc ^rata, that venture war with whales ta wage t: 
^ Unmoved he ftands, and feels their force no. more 
*^ Than fome huge rock amidi! the wat'ry roar, 
** That calmly beers the tumults of the deep, 
" And howling tempefts, that as well may fleep.** 

Strongs 'midfi the R ambler's cronies was the rage 
To fill with Sam's Bm-mots and tales the paget 
Merf flies^ that bitzz'd around his fetting ny, 
And bore a fplcndor, on their wings, away :. 
Thus round his orb the pigmy planets run^ 
And catch their little lufbre from the Sun. 

At lengthi rufh'd forth two Candidates for feme ; 
A Scotchman one, and one a London dame ; 
That^ by th' eniphatic Johnson, chriften'd fiozzY ; 
Thisy by the Biuiop's licenie, Dame Piozzi *, 
Whofe widow'd name, by topers lov'd, was^THKALif 
Bright in ttue annals of eleifVion ale ; 
A name, by marriage, that gave up the glioft ! 
Inpoor Pedocchio*— no! — Piozziyfofi! 

* The author was nearly committing a blunder — fortunate indeed 
WAS his recolle<5^ion ; as Pe<^f ^r» lignifieS) in ttie Italian language, that 
mofX contem^itible of animals, a huje^ 

Each 
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EachXeiz'd with ardouri^'ild^ tbe>graf ^gfvofeqiiill; 
Eachifetlo wadrk tht inteiledual mill ; ' 

That pecks ctf1)QU], fo coarfe, <began topoar^ 
To one pow /foliauy grain of dour,. 

Forth rufh*d to Kgbt, their books-*r^tfa&> fhould fay, 
Which bore the palm of anecdote away? 
TIasy to decide, the rtval jvrr's agreed 
Before Str John their titles and joke to rcad^ 
And let the' Kni gbt^ opinion, 'hi the "ftrife. 
Declare the propYcfft pen to wrhe Sam^s Life : 
-Sir John, rcnown'd for mufical * palavers; 
The Prince, the King, the Emperor of Quavers / 
5harp in folfeggi, as the fharpeil needle ; 
<Treat in the' noble art of tweedle-twTedle ; 
Of Music's College form'-d to be a Fellow, 
Fit for Mus. D. or Maestro d1 Capella : 
Whofe volume, though it here an4 thfiie^o^endsy 
fioafts German rperit — unakes by MJt amends. 
High plac'd the venerable ftUAA To fits, 
Superior frowning o-'er odlavo Mdt« 
And duodecimos, ignoble fcum I 
Poor proftitutes to ev'ry;v|ilgar thijmb'2 
Whilfl undefil'd by literary rage, ? 
He bears 'Si^patlefs leaf from age to age. 

Like fchool-boys, 1©! before a two-arm'd chaJr 
That held the Kn*ioht wife judging, flood the PAiJti 
Or like two poneyB on the fjx>rl:ing round, .- 
Prepar'd \A gslllop u^ien the drum (houid (band, 
The couTi/E rang'd-^-for vift'ry, both as keen, 
As for a tott*ring bidiopriq, a DeAif, 
Or patriot Burke, for giving glorious bailings . 
To that intolerable fellow 'Hastings. 
Thus with their fongs contended Virgil's fwain% . 
And made the valleys vocal with their ftrains, r 

Before fome gray-beard sage, whdfe judgment ripe, 
Oave goats for prizes to the prcttieftpipe, 

^ Vjie hi^ Hiftoi^ id Mttflc. ' "• 

3 *• Aher- 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



aaS BOZZY AND MOZEl. 

** Alternately in anecdotes go on ; 
" But firfi, begin ^'w, Madam," cry*d Sir Jo«jsr. 
The thankful Dame low curtfied to the chair. 
And thus, for vi£t*ry panting, read the. Fair. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

Sam Johnson was of Michael Johnson born* 
Whofe {hop of books did Litchfield town adorn : 
Wrong-headed, ftubborn as a halter'd rab^; 
In (hort, the model of our Hero Sam : 
Inclin'd to madnefs too— for when his fhbp 
Fell down, for want of cafh to buy a prop, 
For fear the thieves might fleal the vanifti'd ftore. 
He duly wpnt each night, and lock'd the door I 

BOZZY.f 

Whilft Johnson was in Edinburgh, my wins, 
To pleafe his palate, ftudied for her life: 
With ev'ry rarity ihe filPd her houfe, 
And gave the Doctor, for his dinner, groufe. 

MADAME PIOZZI.J 

t Dear DocfroR Johnson was in fizjC an ox, 
And from his Uncle Andrew learn'd to box; 
A MAN to wreftlers and to bruifers dear, . 
Who kept the ring in Smithfield a whole year. 
The Do6lor had an Uncle too, ador'd 
By jumping gentry, called Cornelius Ford; 
Who jump'd in boots, which Jumpers never choofc, 
Far as a famous Jumper jump'd in fhoes. 

BOZZY.§ . 

At flipper, rofe a dialogue on witches, 
When Crosbie faid, there coiild not be fuch b-tch-s ; 

* Vide Pioizi's Anecdotes, paige 3. " 

^^ Bozzy's Tour, page 38. 
J Piozzi's Anecdotes; page 5. § Page 39. 

♦ ^ And 
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And that 'twas blafphemy to think fuch hags ' 

Could ftir up florms, and on their brooniftick nags 

Gallop along the air with wondrous pace, ' 

And "boldly fly in God Almighty's iace: 

But JoHMsoN anfwer'd him, " There ntigHt hevj\xxkit&i_ 

** Nought prov'd the non-exiftence of the b-tch-s/* 

MADAME PIOZZL* 
When Thrale, as nimble as a^oy at ichoo^ 
Leap'd, though iatigu'd with hunting, o'er a fipol; 
The Doctor, proud the fame grand feat to do^. 
His pow'rs exerted, and jump*d over too ; 
And thomgh ho might a broken back bewail. 
He fcorn'd to be eclips'd by Mifter Thrale* 

BOZZY.f 

At Ulinish, our friend, to pasis the time, ' 

Regal'd us with his knowledges fiibUme ; 
Show'd that all forts of learning filled his i?ob, 
And that in butchVy be could bear a' bob. 
He lagely told us of the diflfVent feat 
Employ 'd to kill the animals we eat : 
** An ox," fays he, " in country and in town, 
** Is by the butchers conftantly knocked down ; 
** As for that lefler animal, a calf, 
*' The knock is really hot fo ftrong by half; 
*' The beafl is only Jtunn'd ; but, as for goats, 
" And Aeep, and lambs,^ the butchers <:ut their thro&h* 
** Thofe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 
** Not choofing that the brutes fhoilld breed a riot. 

.MADAME PIOZZLJ 

When JdHNsoN was a child, and fwallow'd pap, 
•Twas in: his mother's old maid Catherine's lap; 
There, whilft he fat, he took in wondrous learning j 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning ; 
There heard the flory which we Britons brag on. 
The ftory^of St* George and eke the Dragon. 

* Page 6. + Page 300. J Page 15. 

Vox. J. X^ BOZZY. 
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BOZZY.* 

When Foot E» his Iffg, by fome misfortune, brokC|. 
Says / to JoHKsox^ all by way of joke, 
*' Saat, Sir, in Paka-graph^ will foon be clever, 
*' And'take off Peter better now than erer.'N 
On which, fays Johnson, without hefitation, ' 
*' Geobge t will rejoice at Foo\*s depeJifHiion.** 
On which^ fay« I, a penetrating eif ! 
*' Doflor, Pmfure you. coin -d that word yourfelf." 
On which he. laugh'dV and faid, I had divin'd it, 
For bondjide^ he had really coin'd it. 
*' And yet, of all the words I Ve coin*d, (fays he) 
♦* My Di6lionary, Sir, contains but three." 

MADAME FIOZZI. 

The Doctor faid, in literary matters^' 
*' A Frenchman goes not //ff^/—- he onXy fmntters :" 
Then aflc'd, what cduld be hop'd for from the dogs ; 
Fellows that liv'd eternally on frogs ? 

BOZZY.J 

In grave proccffion to St. Leonard's College, 
Well fluff' d with every fort of ufeful knowledge, 
We flately walfc'd, as loon as fuppser ended ; 
The Landlord and the Waiter both attended ; 
The Lan^dlor,d, fkilPd a piece of greafe to handle. 
Before us march'd, and held a tallow candle ; 
A lantern /fome fam'd Scotfnwn its creator) 
With equal grace was carried by the Waiter. 
Next morning, from oun beds wctook^a leap, 
And found ourfelvcs much better for our fleep. - 

X 

* page 141.- 

f George J'aulkener, the printer at Dublin, takcn^off by Footo under 
^tQ)n:\\AdLtroi Peter Paragraph. 
X Page ^^, 

' MADAME 
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MADAME PIOZZI.* 

In Lincoln (hire, a lady Ihow'd our friend 
A grotto, that ihe wifti'd him to commend ; 
Quoth fhe, " How, cool in fiimmerthis abode !"<— . 
" Yes, Madam, (anfwer'd Johnfon) for a toad^^ 

BOZZY/f 

Between old Scalpa's rugged il^e and Rafay's, . 
The wind was vaftly boiil'rbus ia our feces : 
Tiras glorious, Johnson's figure to fet fight on— 
High in the boat, he look'd a noble Triton I 
But, lo ! to damp our oleafure Fate concurs, 
For Joe, the blockheaa, loft his matter's fpurs ^ 
This for the Rambler's temper was a rubber. 
Who wonder*d Jofeph could be fuch a lubber. 

MAD A MB PTOZZr.J 

I a(k'd him if he knock'd Tom Osborn § down; 
As fuch a tale was current through the town — 
Says T, ** Do tell me, Doctor, what befell." — 
•* Why, deareft lady, there is nought to /'^//; 
•* I poiider'd on the prof reft mode to treat him— 
** The dog was impudent, and fo I beat him ; 
** Tom, like a fool, proclaim'd his fancied wrongs; 
" Oihers^ that I belaboured, held their tongues.*' 

Did any one, that he was happy^ cry — 
Johnson would tell him plumply, 'twas a li^ 
A Lady || told him {he was really fb ; 
Onwhich he>fternly anfwer'd, "Madam, not 
** Sickly you are, and ugly — foolifli, poor j 
*' And therefore can*t be happy, I am fure. 
** *Twould make a fellow hang himfelf, whofe ear, 
" Were, froin i'uch creatures, forc'd fgch flfutf to heafr**" 

* Pagcaoj. • f Page i?5. + Page 232^ 

§ BookfeHer.. tl P^S^ 285. 

X2. B02ZY, 
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BOZZV* 

Lo ! when we landed on the Ifle ojf'Mui.L,. 
The megrims got into the Doctor's fcuU: 
With fuch bad humours he began to fill, 
I thought he would not go to Icolmkill t ' 
But, lo ! thofe megrims (wonderful to utter ! ) 
Wercbanifh'd all by tea, and br^d and butter. 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Quoth I to Johnson — DoAor, tell me true, 
, Who was the ifffi man that you ever knew ? 
He anfwer'd me at once, George Psalmanazar ; 
Keen in the Bnglifh language as a razor. 
Such was the ftra/ige, the ftrangeft of replies, 
That rais'd the whites of both my wondering eyes ; 
As this fame G$org£, in impdfition firong, 
Beat the firft liars that e'er wagg'd a tongue. 

Bozz y.f 

I wonder'd yefterday, that one John Hay, 
Who ferv'd as Cicerone on the way. 
Should fly a man of war — a fpot fo bleft— • 
A fool 1 nine months, too, after he was preft. 
Quoth Johnson, " No man, Sir, would be a failori 
•* With fenfe to fcrapc acquaintance with a jailor." 

» MADAME PIOZZI.J 

I faid, I lik*d not goo/ey and mentioned lofy : — 
One fmells it iroafting on the fpit, quoth I. 
** Yfl«, Madam,", cry'd the Doctor, with a frown, 
•* Are always gorgingr—ftuffing fomething down : 
•* Madam, 'tis very nat'ralto fuppofe, 
•' If in the pantry you^will poke your nofe, 
** Your maw with ev'ry fort of visuals fwelling» 
** That you mufi want the biifs of dinner fmelling.^ 

* Page 386. + Page rji. { P4gc 10 j. 
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B O Z Z Y. 

As at Ar 6 VLB's. grand houfe my bat I took, 
To feek my alehoufe, thus, began the Duke : 
** Pray, Mifter Bofwell, won't you have fame teaf**" 
To tlriis I made my bow,, and did agcee— ^ 
Then to the drawing-room we both retreated, 
Where Lady Betty Rami lt oh was feated v ' 

Clofe by the Dog HESS, who, in deep difcourfe^ 
Took no more notice of me thait a horfe. 
Next day, my/elf 2iTi6. Do6tbr Johnson took' 
Our hats, to jgo and wait upon the Duke. 
Next to himfelf the Di^ke did Johnson place p 
But I, thank G<A^ htfecond io his Grace. 
The place was duemoft furely to my merits— 
And faith, I was in very pretty fpirits : 
I plainly iaw (mv penetration fuch is)' 
I was not yet in feivour with the Duchess.. 
Thought T, I am not difconcerted yet ; 
Before we part, I'll give her Gji ace zfrneat-^ 
Then looks of intrepidity T put on, 
And alkM her, if ftie'd have a plate of muttotiv 
This was a glorious deed, muft be confefs'd ! 
1 knew I was the Duke'iy and not her gueft ! 
Knowing — as Pm a man of tip-top breeding, 
That great/oHs drink no healths whilft they are feeding 
I took my glafs, and looking at her Grace, 
1 ibir'd her.ltke a tievil in, the face ; 
And in re/he^/ul tertns^ as was my duty, 
Said I, " My Lad,y DucHpss^ I.falute ye:'* 
Mod audible, indeed, was my iklute. 
For which fome folks will fay. I was a brute ;. 
But, isttthj, it.dafti'd.her, as.t knew it would f 
But then I knew that I was flelh and blood. 

MADAM EPIOZZr.* 

Once at our houfe, amidft our Attic feafts^ 
We likenM our acquaintances to ieajh : 

X3 \ ^ 
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As for example — fome to calves and hogs, 
And fome to bears, and monkeys, ca^s and. dogs ; 
We faid (whic}i charm *d tlie DocToi much, no doubt) 
His mind was like, ofELEeHAKTs, xYit/nout^ 
That could pick pins up, yet pofTefsM the vigour 
For trimming well the jacket of a Ti g e r . 

BO E Z Y.* 

Augufl the fifteenth, Sunday, Mifter Scott 
Did brcakfafl with us— when upon the fpot ; 
To^^, and unto Doctor Johnson-, Io ! 
Sir WiLliAM Forbes, fo cWer, did I Ihow; 
A nian that doth not after roguery lianker ; 
A charming Chriftian, though by trade a hanker z- 
Madeitoo of good companionable ftuff; 
And this, I think, is faying full enough : 
And yet it is but juftice to record. 
That when he had the meafles — 'pon my word. 
The people feem'd in fuch a dreadful fright, 
His houfe was all furrounded day and night, 
As if they apprehen/ded fome. great evil, 
A general conflagration, or the deviL , 

And when he better'd-— oh \ 'twas grand to fee 'em 
like mad folks dance, and hear 'em fing Te Deum^ 

MADAME PlOZZtf 

.Qiioth Johnson,^ " Who d'ye think my life ViiW 
. ** write I'*-— n. 
«* Goldsmith," faid I.— Quoth he^ ^ The dog's vile 

" fpite, 
** Beiides the fellow's monftrous love of lyings 
** Would doubtlefs make the. book not worth the- 
** buying." 

B O Z Z Y.t 
That worthy gentleman, good Mr. Scott^ 
S^d, 'twas our Socrates 's lucklefs lot 

* Page 15. f Bagc 31.. J Page i5« 
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To have the waiter, a f^d nafty blade, 

To make, poor gentleman, his lemonade; 

Which WAITER, much againft the Doctor's wifh^ 

Put with his paws the fiigar in the difli : 

The Doctor, vex'd at mch a filthy fellow, 

Began, with great propriety, to bellow; 

Tfen up he took the difh, and nobly flufi^ 

The liquor out of window on the dung ; 

And Doctor Scott declared, that, by his frown. 

He- thought he would have knock'd the fellow down^ 

. MADAME PIOZZl,* 

Dear Doctor JoRNsoiir left oif drinks fermented ;, 
With quarts of chocolate and cream contented ;, 
Yet often dbwn his throat's prodigious gutter, 
Poor man I he pour'da flood, of melted better I 

B O Z Z Y. 

With glee, the Doctor did my girl behold ;c 
Her name Veronica, juft four months old. 
This name Veronica, a name though quaint,. 
Belonged originally to a Saint ; 
But to my old Great Grandam it was giv*n — 
As fine a woman as e'er went to Heav*n ; 
And what muil add toJier importance niuch^, 
This lady's genealogy was Dutch. 
The man who did efpoi^fe this dame divine. 
Was JVlex^^ndkr,. Earl of Kincardine ;, 
Who pour'd along my body^ like a fluicej 
The noble, noble, noble blood of Bruce !* 
And who that own'd this blood could well refiafe 
To make the world acquainted with the ne^vs f \ 
But to return Amto my charming child — 
About our Doctor Johnson flie'was wild; 
And when he. left off fpeaking, ihe would flutter^ 
Sc^all for him to begin again, and fputter.! 
And to be near him a ftrong wifh exprefs'd,. 
Which proves he w?is not fuch.a horrid beaift.. 



* Page 102*. 
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Her fondnefs for the Do^or pleas'd me greatly ; 
On which I loud exclaimed in languj^e ftately. 
Nay/ if I recoiled aright, Ifwore.y 
I^d to her fortune add JJW hundred more t 

MADAME PIOZZI* 

One day, as we \yere all in talking lofl, 
My mother's fav'rite fpanbl Hole the toaft ; 
On which, icnmediately, I fcrcam'd, '^ Fie on her— r 
" Fie, Bel;.e," faidi, " you us'd to be oii honour. "-r-. 
♦* Yes," John SON cry'd ; '* but, Madam, pray be told,. 
" The reafon for the vice is — Be.li.k grows oldJ* 
But Johnson never could the dog abide, 
Becanfe my mother waih'd and comb'd his hide. 
The truth on*t is — Belle was not too well bred,, 
Who always would injifi an being fed ;. 
And very often too, the faucy slut 
Infifled upon having i\it firft cut, 

BOZZT. 
Laft night nmth care for Johnson's cold was us'd, 
Who, hiS^erto^ without his nightcap ^oo«'<// 
That nought might treat fo vwnderful a man ill^ 
Sweet Mifs M^Lkod did make a cap of flannel f 
And after putting it about his head, 
She gave hinf brandy as he went to bed. 

MADAME PlOZZI.f 

One night we p«rted at the Doctor's door, 
When thus I fa id, as I had faad before, 
** Don't forget Dicky^ Doctor —mind poor Dick/*' 
On which he turn\l round on his heel fo quick, 
*♦ Madam," quoth he, '* and when I Ve ferv'd that el^, 
** I gucfs I then may gjO and hang myfdf." 



* P9gt lyk. t Page U04. 
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BOZZY.'» 

At night, well foakM with rain, and wondrous weary, , 
We got as wet as fliags to iNvisR ary ; 
We nipp'd moft royally^^werc vaftly frifky, 
When Johnson ordered up a gill of whilkev : 
Taking the glafs, fays I, « Here's Miftrefs Thralc."— > 
'* Drink her in -jjitfiy not," faid he, " but aU." - 

MADAME PlOZZI.f 
The Doctor had a cat, and chriften'd Hodge, 
That at his houfe in Fleet-Street us*d to lodge. 
This Hod^ grew old, and fick, andiis'd to wifh . ' 

That. all his dinners might be form'd oi fi/h ; 
To pieafe poor Hodge, the Doctor, all fo kind. 
Went out, and bought him oyfttrs to his 'mind\ 
This every dav he did — ^nor afk'd black Fr ank4 
Whodeem'd nimfelf of much too high a rank. 
With vulgar fijh'fags to be forc'd to chat, 
^d purchafe oyfters for a mangy cat. 

SIR JOHN. 
For God's fake ftay each anecdotic fcrap ; 
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap ; 
With one half-hour's reftoring flumber bleft, 
And Heav'n's affiftance, I may bear the reft. 

>^</<r]— What have I done, inform me,.gracious Lord! 
That thus my ears with nonfenfe {hould be bor'd ? 
Oh ! if I do not in the trial die, 
The Devil ana all his brimftone I defy. 
No punifhment in other worlds I fear; 
My crimes will all be expiated here. 
Ah ! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 
When, rais'd to confequence that all adore, 
I fat, each feffion, king-like, in the chair, 
Aw'd ev^ry rank, and made the million ftarc : 

* Page 483. f Page X02, J Dr. Johofou's fcrvantr 
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I-ord paramount o'er ev'ry Juftice riding; . . 
In caufes, with a Turkifh fway, deciding ! 
Yes, .like a noble Bafliaw of tAree tails^ 
I. fpread z/ear and trembling through the jails ? 
Bleft, have I brow -beaten each thief and ftrumpet. 
And blafted on them, like the laft day's trumpet. 
I know no paltry weaknefs of the foul— p- 
No'fniv'ling pity dares my deeds control : 
Aiham'd, the ^ateaknefs of my King I hear ; 
Who, childifli, drops on ev'ry death * a tear. . 
Return,f return again, thou glorious hour. 
That to my grafp once gav'ft my idol, pow'r ; 
When at my feet the humble knaves would fall; 
The thundering Jupittr of Hicks's HalL 

. The Knight thus finifhing his fpeech (ofair^ 
Sleep puU'd him gently backwards in his chair ; 
Op'd widp the mouth that oft on jail birds^^r^, 
Tnen raised his nafal organ to a roar, 
That aftually furpafs*d, in tone and grace^ 
The grumbled ditties of his fav'rite baJe.X 

* Such is the report concerning^ his mo/t tendtr-heatted Majeftyy 
when he fuffrrs the law to take its courfe on criminals. How unlike 
the Great Frederic oi Pjuffia, yho deiigkti in a ktmging! 

f Sir John wi(hes in vain — His hour of infoiencc returns no more. 

X The violonioeUo, on wbidi the Ki^ight is a performer. 
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£ C L G U K 

]?ART II, 

'^^OW from his fleep theKNtcHT, affrighted, ri>ruttg^ 

■*"^ Whilft'on his ear the words of Joknson rung ; , 

For, 1(>I in dreams the furly Ramfler nofe, 

And wildly flaring, feem'd a man of wo^. 

** Wake, Hawkins," (growl'd the Do6kor, with a 

frown) 
** And knock tAat fellow and fJiat ^yoman down : 
" Bid them with Johnson's life proceed no further; 
** Enough already have they dealt in murther : 
** Say, to their tales that little truth belongs ; 
*' If feme they mean me, bid them hold then* tongues. 

** In vain at glory gudgeon Bo swell fnaps— ^ 
*' His mind, a paper kite — coraposM of fcraps ; 
** Jull o*er the tops of chimnies form'd to fly ; 
•* Not with a wing fublime to mount the^. 
*' Say to the dojg, his head's a downright. ^r/^;;?, 
** UnequaLto the HiftVy of Tom Thumb : 
** Nay — tell, of anecdote, that thirfty leech, 
*' He is not equal to a Tyburn Speech.* 

" For that Pioz zi's wife. Sir John, exhort her, 
To iiraw her immortality from porter ; 
Give up her ancddotical inditing, 
And ftudy houfewifery inftead of writing: 
Bid her a poor biography fufpend; 
Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. 
I know no biiiinefs women have with leai*ning ; 
*' I fcom, I hate the mbk-ey'd half-difcerning ; 



* Compofed for the unfortunate brvvt of Newgate,' by different 

liiflorians. 

' 4 * « Their 
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" Their wit but ftrves a hulband's heart to racl^ 
*' And make eternal horfewhips for his back. 

" Tell PfiTER PiNDAJt, (hould you chance to meet 
him, 
^* I like his genius — Ihould be glad to greet him : 
** Yet let him know, crozvn'd ^eaJs art lacred things, 
** And let lum rev*rence more tht ^efi of kings /* 
** Still t)n his pegafus continue jogging, 
** ^d give that Bo s w e l l*s back another flogging." 

Such w^s the dream that wak'd the fleeping Knigh% 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light — 
Who, mindlefs of. old Johnson and his frown. 
And ftern commands tto knock the couple down^ 
RefolvM to keep the peace — and, in a tone 
iNot much unlike a maftiff o'er a bone, 
He grumbled, that, enabled by the nap, 
He now could meet more biograpliic fcrap^ 
Then nodding wjth a magiftratial air, 
To farther anecdote he called the Faiiu 

MADAME PlOZZI.f* 

Dear Do6lor Johnson lov'd a leg of pork. 
And hearty on it would his grinders work : 
He lik'd to eat it fo much over done, 
That Dtie might fliake the flefli from off the bone. 

* This is a Grange and alfnoft incredible fpeech from f ohnfbn's 
mouth, a$y not many years ago, ^ hen the age oi"^ certain f^r^t Per- 
finnge became the fubjrdtof debate, the Doctor broke in upon the con- 
vcrfation wilh the foUowing qucOion; — *« OT what iinj}ort;fknce to the 
<* prefent company h his age? — Of whnt importance woul/i~it have 
•** been to the world if he had never exifledr^ — If we may jiulge likcwife 
from the following fpccch, he deemed the frtfent fttJfqfQr of a certain 
Throne as much an ujurfer as King WilUam^ whom, accorditu; io Mr, 
Bofwell's account, he bcjcwndrelu . The ftery is tlits;:-=-iWn acquaint- 
ance of Johnfon*s, Mifs Reynolds, aiked him if he scould not^^* 
He replied. « I know but one fong : ;)nd that is, The Kwg&id^X enjoy 
^ his OVJH again.'* 

t Page a, 
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A veal pye too^riKi^ fugar cranua'd atid plums '^ 
Was wonJrous ^i^teful to ti^ Doer's gums. 
Though us'd iron} mom to night on ^it to ftuff^* 
He vow'd his belly never had enqjigh. 

BOZZY* 

One Thurfljay.n^n did E)to6lor Jo H n s o n wake, . 
And call out " Lanky^ Lanky," by miftakc — • 
But recoUe^nf^ — ** Bozzy, ^ozzy^'* cry'd-r- 
For in contra^hns Johnson took a pnde ! 

MADAME P 10 ZZI.J 
Whene'er our friend would read in bed by night, 
Poor MiftieT-TH HAMS and I wei;e in a fright ; 
For, blinking on his book, too near the flam^, 
Lo ! to the iore-tpp of his wig it came ; • 

Burnt aU the hairs away, both great a^id finailf • 

Pown to the very net- work, nam*d the caul. 

BOZZY.§ 

At Corrachatachin's, in boggifm funk, 
I got with punch, alas 1 confounded dr^ink : 
l^ch was I vex'd that I. could not be quiet. 
But, like a flupid blockhead, breed a riot— • 
I fcarCely knew how 'twas I reei'd to bed. 
Next mom I wak'd with dreadful pains of head, 
An3 terrors too, that of my peace did rob me ; 
For much I fcar'd the Morahft would mob me. 
But as I by along, \a heavy log, 
The.Do^or, ent'ring, call'd me drunken dog. 
Then up roft I with apoftolic air, 
And read in Dame M*Kinn on's book of pray'r. 
In hopes for/uch a fin' to be forgiv'n, 
And make, if poffible, my peate with he«r'n. • 

•Twas ftrange that, in that volume of divinity, 
I op'd die Twentietb Sunday after Trinity, 

» Page 384. ' J Page Z37. § Page yya 
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And read thefe words — * Prayljc not drunk with wine, 
* Since drankennefs doth make a man a ftvint/ 
** Alas ! '' fays I, « the linner that I am !*• 
And having made my fpeech, I took a dram. 

MADAME PIOZZL* 
One day, with fpirits low, and forrd!^ filled, 
I told him that I had a coufiii kiii'd': 
** My dear," quoth he, " for heav'm's lake hold your 

canting; 
•* Were all your coufins kill'd, they'd not be wanting : 
** Though Death on eacii of them (hoM fet his mark, 
*' Though ev'ry one were fpitted like a lark, 
•' Roaftw, and giv'n that dog there for a meal, 
•* The lofs of tl^m the world would never feel : 
** Tnift me, dear Madam, all your dear relations 
^ Are nits— are nothings in the eye of nations." 

Again,§ fays I, one day, " I do believe, 
** A good acquaintance that I have will grieve 
" To hear her friend hath loft a large cftate." — 
*' Yes," anfwer'd he, " lament as much her fete^ 
♦* As did your hor/e (I freely will allow) 
•* To hear of the mi/carriage of your cow.** 

B Z Z Y. J 

At Enoch, at M^Qjiecn's, we went to bed ; 
A coloured handkerchief wrapp'd Johh son's head : 
He faid, ^« God blefs us ^0/^— good night;" and then, 
/, like a parifli clerk, pronounc'd Amen ! 
My good companion foon by fleep was feiz'd ; 
But I, by lice and fleas, was fadly teaz'd; 
Methought a folder, with terrific claws. 
Was finding from the wainfcot to my jaws ; 
But (lumber foon did every fenfe entnip, 
And fo I funk into the fweeteft nap. 



* Page 63. § P;^ 189. J Page 103. 

MADAME 
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mo^lZY AMD MOBZI. ?43 

Trav'Uing in Wales, at dinner- time we got on 
Where, at.Lcw'eny, lives Sir -Robert Cottoi^^. 
At tabic, our great Moraiift to plcafc, 
Says i, "Dear Doftor, arn't tfiofe charming peas V* 
Quoth he, to corftradid, and run his rig, 
*• Madam, they paflibly might pleaie a pi^J* 

BOZZY.f. 
Of thatching, well the Do^or knew the art ; 
And with his threfliing wifdom made us ftart : 
Defcrib'd the grealeft Yecrets of the Mint, 
And made folks fancy that he had been irv*t. 
Of hops and malt *ti$ woiidrous what he knew ; 
And weli as ^y brewtr he^cottld brew* 

MADAMS MOZZLJ 
In ghoils tlw Do^or ftrongly did believei 
And pinn'd his faith on many a liar's (leeve. 
, He faid to Do6tor Lawrence, " Sure I am, 
** 1 h^ufd my poor dear mother dall out * Sam.' 
** Tm.fijre," faid he, " that I qui truft my ears; 
•* And yet, my mother had been dead for years,** 

B O Z 2 Y.§ 
When young, (*twas rather (illy I allow) 
Much was I plois'd to imitate a cow. 
One time, at Drury Lane, with Do<ftor 6t air. 
My imitations made the playhoufe ilare ! 
So very charming was I in niy roar, ' 
That both the galleries clapped, add cried " Encore?* 
Bleft by the general plauait and the laugh, 
I try *d to be a jackais and a c^lf ; 
But who, alas 1 in all things can be great ? 
}ti Ihort, I met a terrific clefeat; 

* Pj«c 70, f Pag^ 324. J P^ T92. § Pajc 499. 
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244 B012V ANO fio*zrt. , 

So vile I Jbray'd and bellow'd^ I was hifs'd ; 
Yqt all who knew me, wohder'd. that 1 mifs'd. . 
Blair whifper*d me, " You've loft your credit now; 
" 5tick, BoswELL,.for the future, tothe-Caiy.!' . 

MADAME p'lOZZI.* 
Th' affair of Biacis'whtn Johnson would difcufs. 
He always thought they hjid not fouls like juf; ■ 
And yet, whene'er his family would fight, 
He always faid black Fr a nk w f tis in the right. 

B O.Z Z Y.J 
I miift confefs that I enjoyM a pleafiire . 
In bearing to the J>J orth ' fo grefeit a treafurt i 
Thinks I, iWn like abulldhg or a hoilndj- * • 
Who, when a Iun>p©f lit^i'>hc hsWih feund^ *'- -' 
Runs to fome corner, to avoid a riot. 
To gobble dowh Kis pifcie^ oFVfieat in ^ulet : 
1 thought this good as>all J63 Millar's joHes ; ^ 

And fo I «/>, md told it to the.folks. " . ' • 

MADAME PJOZZI.il ; 
Some of our friends \»i(h '^ To h n so n Would c6mpo& 
The lives of authcn-s who h4d fti<Hie in profe :* 

As for his pow\ no mortal man could doubt it- 
Sir Richard MusGRAVE he was warm about it ; 
Got up, and footh'd, intreated, begg*d and pray'd. 
Poor man I as if he had implored mc br€aJ* 
*' Sir Rici^ ARD," cry'd the Do6lor, with a frown, 
** Since you're^Pti^ I pray you, Sirj J^tdmm," ' 

BOZjZY. 

Of Doftor JohnSo-n h^v%ng giv'n a fketch, 
Permit me, Reader, of fhy/^i/ to preach : 



'^- Paj« 2 72. f The Dolor's raan-fcrvant. 

J Pjge 259. .1] Page 295. 



The 



d by Google 



lOZZY AND PIOZZI. ^S 

The world will certainly receive with glee 

The Qighteft bit of hiftory of me. ' 

Think of a ^entieman of andent blood! 

Prouder of title than <^ being ^^; 

A gentleman juft thirty -three years old ; 

Married four years, and a3 a t^r bold ; 

Whofe bowels yearn'd Great Britain's foes to tame, 

And from the cannon's mouth to fwallew flame ; 

To get his limbs by broad fwofds carv'd m wars, 

Like fome old bedhead, and to boaft his fears ; 

And, proud immortal anions to achieve, 

See his hide bor'd by bullets tike a fieve. ^ 

But, lo ! his father, a vxU-judging Judge, 

Forbade hisy^ir from Edinburgh to bix^ ; 

Refolv'd the French ibould not h]» b— fide daw ; 

$o bound his ^ apprentice to the law. ' 

This gentfeman had been in fnrdgn part% 

And, like UiiTssKs, learnt a world of arts: ** 

M iich wiidom lus vaft travels having brought him, / * 

He was not i(i0Jr the fool the people /iMr^4/ him: ^ 

Of prudence f this fame gentleffianw^/ithj '• ' ** 

He rather had /00)/^//rtl^/«f«wr^, .^: .1 . *' 

Bright wa^ M<V gprthm(m*% inmgbwtioii, i: .' .n j •' t^ 

Well calculated fdt Jite higM^ ftaitioD: . ' j^> u j J »> 

Indeed fo lively,, give ^ DtvU hisfdue^ ' 

He ten times more^w^uld utter than was true ; . 

Which forc'd him frequently, againft his will^ 

Poor man \ to fwaUbw maie^ a bkfier pifir 

One bitter pill among the reft he took, ' •: ? :^t -^) 

Whoch was, to cut fome icaodai from his boqfc^ ; ^ 

By Do6lor Johnson he is well portray '4: . ( , r, .. . \ 

C^ioth S AM, ** Of BozzY It may well be laid, ' ; •. , ^ f 

♦* That, through the nioft iahofpitable fcrnc, i ^^ . ; ] 

•• One never can be troubled >!^ith the fpleeo^ ,. ^ y,' , \ 

•• Nor cv'n the gr^atefl difficulties chafe at, 

^ Whilft fuch an animal is near to laugh at." 
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a:f6 BO^ZV AVD PK>ZZt.> 

MADAME PIp?^I.* 
For m^, in Latin, Dodor Johvsom wrote 
Two lines upon Sir JosEpiL^ANics'&goat; 
A goat ! that round the world fe curious went ; 
A ^oii/ / that now eat^ gnrfs that gronvs \n Kent F 

, '.'. BrOZZ.Y.t . . j 

To Lord Mo^BtobDo a few lines I wrote, 
And by the ferVant^ Joftpte, fent this note : \ 

*' Thus far, roy Lovd, #om 'Edinburgh, niyhooMv 
♦* With Miftcr Samoel Johnson,- I am come; 
*' This night, by tis, muft cttrfiainly be feen ^ 
*^ The veiy faandibme town of Abb r f^B en. 
*• For thoughts of JoHN^dK^ yowll be not apply** to ; 
*^ I know your Lordihip iifc^sihim /^ thai^ / ^. 
** So near we atc^-^to part, I can't tell how^ 
** Without fo much as making him a Bow : 
^ Beiides, theRAMBLBn fays, to fee Mokbodd, 
** He'd go at lead two- miles' ou^ of his road * 
** Which ibows that he aimires (^hoever rails) 
^ The pen which pftives that men are tern with tails:* ; 
^ Hopmg that as to. health yoqr Lordfbip does well, 
^ I am y^ur frrvaht at jsommand, 

* ** Jambs Bosw^ti-'* I 

MADAMB^PIOZZI4 ^ 

On Mifter I^k r a i. te*s old ^'hunter Jo h ns o n rdde^ . * 
Who with prodigious pride the beaft bcftrodc ; , 

And asonBRidHTON -Db wn s ^le JaJ/j'^i amjey^ 
Much was he-ple^s'd to hear afportfman fay, ^ ', 

That at a chaw* ^ wds ^s tight a hnnd • ' " " ^ 

As e'er a fpoirtiftg lubber in the land. ' • \ 

. ^. BO.ZZY.§ 

One morning, Johnson, on the Ifleof Mull, 
Was of his pontics exceffive full : 

V *;??•? a*- j Pas« *o7. X iHW* § ?mt 414, 

Qyoth 
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Quoth he, ^"Thzt Poltenbt was a nogae 'tis plain j 

** Befidcs, the fellow w^s a WV^ in graiti?' ^ ' ; 

Then to his principles he gave a bangiag, 

And fworc no f^'tg was ever worth a hanging. 

** 'Tis wonderful," fays he, ** and makes one fhirc, 

** To think the Livery chofe John Wijlkes Lord May'r; 

•• A dog, of Whom the worlq could hurfc no hopes ;^ 

•' Prompt to debauch their girls^ apd fob their mops*'* 

MADAME FIOZZI. ' 
Sir, I believe that anecdotea lie; 
But grant that Johnson faid it — -ly the iye^ 
As Wilkes unhappily your yrf>»i^i^ max'd, 
The dirty anecdote might weU ht/pafd. ' 

BOZZY. 

Madam, I flick to truth as much.as jw. 
Arid damme if the flory be not true. 
What you have fkid of Johnson and the larks^ 
As much the R amblee for zjinage noarks, ' • 

'Twas fcandalous, ev'n Candour mufl allow^ 
To give the hifl'ry of the horfe and cow. 
What but an ene«^y to Johnson's tunc, • ^v 
Dar'd his .vile prw» at Lxtisb^u^ld iMhaiiJk mtmr^. 
Where, without ceremony, he thought 9t 
To fling the man and ^kalr iqto the j>it .' 
Who would have K^gifler'd a fpeech fo «id 
On the dead stay-haicei. ♦ and Do^bor DoD&f 

MADAMB P,IOZZI. 
Sam Johnson's threaiiog.knoiiir}jed^a{^l.hi|^that^« 

ing, 7 • '!,.''• 

May be your owil inimitable hating- :i / I > ; 
Pray of nis wii^ora can't ypu tell more new^ I j. 
Could not he make a fhirf, and cobble fhoes, . 
Knit ftockings, or, ii>^fa^oi|8,.|ake up flitches; 
Draw teieA,.,<Jre{s wigs, or make a pair of breeches ? . 

* iTozzl's AncolbWy pa|^5i> firftcOiilbll. 

You 
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^4^ iOZZr AND PIOZZI. 

You prate too pf his- knowledge of the M iwr, 

As if the R A MB L er really had been in't. , 

Who knows, but you will tell us (truth forfaking) 

That each bad fhiiling is of Johnson's nutking / 

Hisy each vile fixpcnce that the world hath cheated ; 

And hfs^ the art thai ev'iy guinea fueated ? 

About his brewing knowledge you will pra^lte too, r - 

Who fc^rcely knew a hop from a potatoes . 

And though of beer he joy'd in hearty fwig^ . 

I'd pit againfl his tafle my huibahd's/>/^i. 

BOZZY. 

How could your folly tdl, fo void of truth, 
That miferable ftory ot the youth, 
Who, in your book, of Doctor Johnson begs 
Moil feriouily to know if cats laid eggs ! 

MADAME PIOZZI. 
f^ho told of Mtfirefs Montague the He — 
So palpable a faifehood ?-^Bozzy, iie ! 

BOZ^Y. . 

Wh^ madd'nii% with an'tmtcdotical^di, 
Deekr'd^thtt J(»ai|90Neall'4hi&mo^r h-tckf 

MADAM£ FipZZU 

IFho^ from^MfDonaH's ra^cto iaveius fhout. 
Cut twenty lines of defamation out ? ' 

- / BOZZY. 
iPTho wfould liave fdftl a wordvabout Sam's wig, 
Or told the ftory of the peas and pig ? 
Who would have told a talc ^6 very flat. 
Of Faank &e Blatk, and HoDOi^thfr mangy cat ? 

MADAMB IPIOZZI. 
Good mc ! you're grown at once confounded Undtr ; 
Of Do(ftor Joa[N«oii*» fiuiic a fierce defender : 
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Vm fure you Ve mentionM. many a pretty ftory, * 
Not much redounding to the Doctor's glory. 
Now for z faint upon us you would palm him — 
J'irft murdet the poor man, and then embalm him ! 

BOZZY. \ 

Why truly, Madam, Johnsoi* cannot hoajl — • 
By your acquaintance, he liath rather toft*' "^ 

, His charafter fo ihockingly you handle, , 
You've funkyoiVr-rtf«<f/to 2i farthing candle: ^ •• 
Your vanities contrived the lage to hitch in, 
And bnb*d hini with your cellar and your kitchen i 
But lucklefs John SON- play *d a lofing game j » / n*- 
Though ^^^and beer he won, he Ion nisya^^. 

MADAMJi PIOZZI. ,. . 

-Q»^f»Af/fi:x>fyoitr book had John sioNrea4|t<.. . T 

Fift-criticifm had rattled round your hd»d* . ^i; . . 
Yet let thy fatire not too far purfue— 
Your book has merit, give the Dev'l his due. 
Where Grocers and where Fa/hy-coois r^fide, . 
Thy book, with triumph, may indulge its pride ;' 
Preach to the patty-pans fententious^ miff, 
And hue that idol of the nofe^ call'd fnuff; , 
With all its ftories cloves ind ginger pleafe. 
And pour' its wonders to a pound of cheefc 1 ' 

BOZZY. . 

Madam, your irony is wondrous fine !^ 
Senfe in eacp^tliought, and wit in feY*ryimef 
Yet, Madam, when the leaves of my poor b^ok 
Vifit the Gt'ocer, ;or die Paflry-cook> .. 
Your^s, to enjoy of Fame ihejuft reward, 
May aid the trunk-maker of PauPi Church- Yard ; 
In the fame alehoufes. togethet lis'd, 
Bv the lame fingers they may be amus'd ; , 
Theereafyfnuffers^<?«r% perdi^nqe, riiaywipe, . , , 
WhiQl mine^ high honoured, lights a toper's pipe. 

The 
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X^P^ BOZZT AND F.fOZZt. 

The praife of Court in ay * my book's faiBcfccufc^— ^ 
Now, who the devil, Madam, praifes jokrV/ 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

ThoUfands, you blockhead — no one now caii doubt it ; 
For not a foul iu London is without it. 
The folks -were ready C a dell to devour, 
Who fold the firft edition in an hour. 
So ! — CouRTEN ay's prajfcs fave you ! — ah ! that 'Squire 
Deals, let me tell you, more in fmoke than fire. 

BOZZY. 

"bounds 1 he has prais'd me in the/weetefi fine— 

MADAME PlOZZf. 
Aye ! aye ! the verfe and fubjeft efualihinf!, . 
Few aretlie mcHidis tint GobitTBNAY's wtinhestie^p^ 
Mere cork in politics^ and lead in verfe* 

• BOZZY, 

Well, , Ma'am 5 fince all that Joh n son faid or wrote, . 
You hold fo faaed» how have you forgot 
To grant the >^5onder-liunting world a reading 
Of Sam's Epilile, juft before your w^^^iZTg-,- 
Beginning thus' (in ftrains not fqrjcn'd to flatter) 

" MadanL 

** Jjf fiat mofi igntmirdws mtitter 
^ Be not ccncluJed*^^^ * ^ 

Farther fhall I fay ? 
No—we fliill hgive it fromyaurfdf fome (fay, . 

To juftify your palfioa for the Ycuth^ 
With all the charms Af eloquence and truth. 

* Thp .lively rattie of the Hdurc of Commoai*— indeed its Mocnut ; 

who feenis to have been fele^tod by bis cotiftitueius itiorc for the purpofcs 
, of laughing at the mbfoi tunes of his country, than fnaling the us^fih. 

He is the puthpr of s poem lately puKliihed) that endeavours, /%'fs ^irihut, 
^ JOB fi:^ thut Dodtor l^ nibn- was i hruPe as well Mixmrafjftf 

MADAME 
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B6ZZY t&H9 PIOZXT* a^t. 

MADAME. PIOZZI* . 

What was my marriage, Sir, to you or Aim f 
fie tetl me what to do \ — a pretty whim ! 
He^ to propfiety (the bead) refirt / 
As well might elephants prefide at court. 
Lord ! let the world to damn my match agree ; 
Good God ! James Bos well, what's M<i* ^vorldiomef^ 
The folks who paid refpe6ls to Miftrefs ThrAle^ 
Fed on her pork, pooif fouls ! and fwill*d her ale, 
'b/l2iy Jicken 2X Piozzi, nine in ten— 
Turn up the nofe of fcorn — good Goii ! what then ? ' 
For mfy the Dev'l may fetch theii^ fouls fo great ; 
They keep their homes, and /j thank God, niy meat. 
When they, poor owFs ! flVall beat their cage, a jail, 
I, unconfin'd, fhall fpread my peacock tail ; 
Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eaft* , 
Ghoofe my own ibod^ and iee what climes I pleafe. 
/ fnffer only— if I'm in the wrong : 
So, now, you prating puppy^ hold your tongue^ 

SIR JOHN. 

Forftiame! fbrihamel forfleav^nsfake'^ibequieN^f 
Not Billingsgate exhibits fuch a riot. 
Behold, for Scan t>kL, you haiy^eAnadeafeafl^ 
And turn'd your idol, Johmbov, to a bcaft ; 
'Tis plain that tales of ghofts^are arrant iies^ 
Or in ftantaneouily;wcniid Johnson rife; 
Make you both eat your parag^raphs.fo evil, 
And for your treatment 6f him, play tie deviK 
Juft like two Mohawks on the man you fall ; 
No murd'^er is wbrfe ferv'd at Su^koBOKS Hali» 
Inflead of 2LM\n%/flendottr to his name, 
Your books art dowAright gi^beti to- his fame. 
Of thofe, your anecdotes-A-may I be curil, 
If I can tell you which of them is worft., 
•You never with pofterity can thrive — 
•Tis by the Rambler's death alone you live ; 

Like 
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Like wrens (that in fome volume I have read)^ 

Hatch'd by ftrange* foitund in a horfb*s head. 

Poor Sam «ra$ lather feinting in iiis glory, ^ 

But now his feme lies foully dead before, ye : , , 

Thus to fome dying man (a frequent cafe) 

Two Doftors come, ^and give Xhc coup de grace* 

Zounds, Madam ! mind the duties of a wife, 

And dream no more of Doctor Johnson's Life ; 

A happy knowlejdge in a pye or pudding . " 

Will more delight your friends than all your ihidying ; 

One cut from ven'lon to the heart can fpeak 

.Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek ; 

One fet Sir Loin poflefles more fublime 

Than-all the airy caftles built by rhyme. 

One nipperkin of^/^fo-witl^ atoaif 

Beats all ilreams the Mufes Fount can boaft ; . 

Blefl, in one pint of porter, lo ! my belly can 

Find raptures, not in all thccfloods of Helicon. 

Enough thofe anecdotes your powers have ihown ; 

Sam's Lif^ dea^Ma'a^^ vAWov^Xy J4mtt your own. 

For thee, James Bos weli, may the hand of Fate 
Arreft thy eoofe-quill, and confine thy prate ! 
'il^tkie qgcmfnis the world difguded bears- 
Then load with vanities no more our e^irs. 
Like fome l^e puppy, yelpisg'aU ];ught kmg. 
That tires the very echoes with his toi^ue. 
Yet, fhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of Fate 
To flo£ thy pen, and ftillthj daiftiog prate ; 
To live in folitude, oh ! be thy luck> 
A chatterii^' magpie o^ t^& Ifie of Muck. . 

Thus fpol^e the Jud^e ; then leaping from the chair, " 
He left, in conflernation loll, the Fair : 
Black FRAMK.^Jie fought on anecdote to cram, 
Aud vomitory? f alifc of fudy Sah* ^ 

* DoOor Johnfon*s Negro fcrvant. 

•f The Knight's volume is reported Vv be iu great forwardneff, an4 
likely to difiance hir fbrmidabfe compeeito|$. 

Sbock'd 
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Shodc'd at the little manners af the Rnigfat^ 
Tbe rivals marv'Hn^ markVl his fudden dight ; 
Then to their pens and paper rufli'd the twata 
To kill %ke oiangled & ambler o'er agaio. 



K. B. Tbe quotations from Mr. Bofwell trt made from tbe feconi 
edition of his Journals ; thofe from Mr$.Pio»»^ frpm the filft cdl<i 
4^B -oihac Aoccdolos. 
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ODE UPON ODE; 

OR, 

A PEJEP AT SJ". .J^MJS^S/si 
NEW-YEAR'S DAY; 

OR, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 



^tfo me curifue rapit tempeftaSj deferor hofpes. HoRA<!l« 

Juft as the maggot bites, I take my way— 

To Painters now my court refpcflful pay ; 

Now (ever welcome!) on the Mufc's wings. 

Drop in at Windfor, on the Bcft of Kings ; , 

Now at St. James's, about Handel prate, 

Hear Odes, fee Lords and 'Squires^ and fmile 9t State* / 



z » 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



liADlK^ 

I THINK it neceflary to infonxi thee, if tliou hail not 
read Mr. Whartoa's Ode^ that I mean not to (ay that 
he hath, totidsm verbis, fungwhatl have aflertod of 
him ; I therefore beg that my Ode may be confidered aji 
an amplification of the ingemous Laureates idea. 
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PROEMJUM. 



TZ'NOWy Reader, that the Laure at's poff fublime 
-^^ Is deftin'd to record, iii handfome rhyme. 

The deeds of Britifh Monarcfas, twice a War i- 
If gre/if-^haw happy is the tuneful tongue] 
If pjii/ui-^(as Shakdpcarc fays) the fong 

" Muft luckle fools, and chronicle (mail beer.'^ 

But Bards muft take the up-^tll with the Jown ; 

Kings cannot always oracles be hatching : 
Maggots are oft the tenants of a crown — J 

Therefore, like thofe in cheefe, not worth tjie catclung. . 

O gentle Reader ! if, by God's good grace. 
Or (what's more fought) good intereft at Court, 

Thou gett'ft, of Lyric Trumpeter, the place, 

And hundreds are, like gudgeons, gaping for'tj 
' Hear ! (at a palace if thou mean'fl to thrive) 

And of a fleady coachmaa learn to drive. 

Whene'er employed to celebrate i King, 
Let Fancy lend thy Mufe her loftieft wing^^ 

Stun with thy nunftrelfy th' af&ighted fphiere ; 
Bid thy voice thunder Uk^ a hundred batteries ; 
For common founcfe, conveying common fl^tterieSj^ 

Are zephyrs. whifp'ring to tljpR<^ale4UV;^ .. ^ 

Know — glutton-like, on praiie each'Monarph crams t 
Hot fpices fuit alone theif* pan^per'd nfitu|:e : ; . , . 

Alas ! the ftom^ch, parch'd by burning drams^ 
With mad^dog^t^iror ilarts at 4ippl^ Wf^t^n - ^ 
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Fierce Is each royal mania for applaufe ; 

And, as a horfe-pond wide, are Monarch inaws->-» 

Form'd therefore od a pretty an^le (bale : 
To found the detent panegyric note, 
To pour the ^node/i flatt'nes down their tLioat, 
^ Were ofiering (hrimps for dinner to a whale. 

And nund, whene'er thou ftrik*ft the lyre to Kbg% 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the firings ; 

Give the Queen's Toad-eater a handfome fop,. 
And fwcar (he always has more grace 
Than ev'n to fell the meanejt place — 

Swear too, the woman keeps no Titte-lhop ; 
Sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church-yaid their warc^ 
Who on each paflenger for cuflom f^m^ 
And, in the happy tones of traffic, cry,^ 
" Skeri vatym buy^ Sher l^^^Madam ! vatjfctt huy^^ 

Thus, Reader, encfe the* Prologue to- my Ode! 

The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilft I preach— 
And, with grave vizards^ and ftrctch'd eyes to God^ 

Pronounce my. Sermon a moil impious, fpeech t. 
With all my fpirit — ^let theni dapan my lays- 
A Courtier's curfes are ejtalte^ |^raUe. . 



J,HEAR a flartted Moralift'cxclaim, 
^ Fie, PErifn, Pbter! fie forihame!' 

^ Such xoimfel di&grees with mpj^ digeftion J'^ 
WeH! well'! tisen^ my (M«So«]latss) topieafethe^ 
For mueb'Pm willing of tfay^eijaims to eafe thee, . 

PUnobly takethe other fide the queftion. . 

Par ExemfiUt: 

Taih Phufe is ileriing:gold^^U fhouM d^feilh-^ 
Flattery, tefe coin-*« cheat upon the nation ; . 

Andvyet, our vanity^oth much- adnttseiti. • 

.^)i» rtiUy gihres it aU 10 oroibak^ 
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¥l at t*^r y's a fly infinuatincfcrew ; 

The World— a bottle of Tokay fo fine— 
The engine always can its cork fubdue, 
. And make an eafy eoqqueftt of thle jgidiie. 

Il att^ht's andvy. wriggling round an oak ; 

This oak is often honeft blunt John Bull— » . 
Which ivy would its great fupporter choak, 

WhilflJoRN (fofhickthe walls of his dark- IcuHV 
Deems it a pretty ornament, and ilruts — 
Till Mafter Ivy creeps into John's guts, 
And gives poor thoughtlefs joHN'^a let of gripes :: 
Then, like an organ,, opening all his pipes, 
John roars ; and, when to. a .coQrujEnption.d]:aiQ'.d|j[, 
Finds outthe knave his folly entertained. 

I's AisE is ft modef^,. unaifuming maid^ 

As (imply as a Qjoaker beauty dreft : , 
No ofteutation her's — ^no vain parade ; 

Sweet nymph .! and of few words poflcft ; : 
Yet, heard with rev'rence when Ihe filcnce. hreafcs,. 
And dignifies the man of. whom fhe fpeaks. 

Flattery's a.pert French MilHn«-— a jade 
Cover'd with rcuge^.znd flauntingly array 'd— 
Makes iauqr love to ev'ry man me meets^. 
And offers ev'n her.&voursiathe (Ireets., 

And yet, inilead of heeding; publichiflb^. 
Divines fo grave— Philolophers can bear her; 
Whafs ftranger ftill, with childi£h rapture hear, hfer J . 

Nay, court the fmiling harlot's vety Jtijfesn 



ODE. 
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ICH as Dutch <:argocs from the fragrant Eaft^ 
Or cuftard pudding at a city feaft, 
Tom's incenfe greets his Sovereignjs hungry nofe t 
For, bating birth-day torrents from Parnadus, , 
And New-year's fpring-tide of divine molafles^ * 
Fame in a fcanty rill to- Windfor flows ! 

Poets (quoth tuneful Tom) in ancient times, 
Delighted all the country with their rhymes ; 

Sung Knights and barbed fteeds with valour big ; 
Knights who eacounter'd witches — murdered, wizards,, 
FloggM Pagans, till they grumbled in their gizzards j 

Rogues ! with no more religion than a pig. 

Knights who illumin'd poor dark fouls. 
Through pretty little well-form'd eyelet holes, . 
By pious pikes and godly lances made — 
Tools I that work'd wonders in the holy trade ; 
With battle-axes fit to knock down bulls,. 

And therefore qualified ( I wot) full well, 

With force the facred Oracles to tell 
Unto the thickeft unbelieving fculls ; " ' 

Knights, who, fb famous at the ^me of Tourney, 
Took boldly to the Holy Land a journey, .. ' . 
To plant, with fwords, in hearts, the Gofpel feeds ;; 
Juft as we hole, for cucumbers, hot-beds, 
Or pierce the bofom of the fullen earth, 
To give to radiflies or onions birth: 

Knights, who, when tumbled on the hoitile field,. 
And to an enemy obliged to yield,.. 

4 CouM: 
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Coulcf neither leg, nor ami, nor neck, nornobftirs 
Poor deyils ! who, Hke alligators hack'd, 
At lengtii by hammers, hatchets, (ledges, crack'd. 

Were dragged from coats of armour— like a lobfiej:* 

Great (favs the Laureat) were the Poet's puffings 
On idle dariog red-crofs raggamuffins, 

Whoi for thcinchildifhncfs, defervM alihrch : 
Qjiotli TJ^M, a worthier fubje^t now, thank God! 
Inspires the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than blockheads battling for old Mother Church. 

Times (qttoth our courtly Bard) are ahei*!! qeitoi 
The Poet icmm what charm'd of yore the fig^t^' 

Goths, Vandals, cafties^ hcdes, mares; 
The polilh'd Poet of the prefent day 
Doth in his taily (hop difolay, 

Abl vaftly p/ettier-coiour'd wares; 

The Poet moulds his harp to manners mild, 
Qgoth Tom— >to Monarcns, who, withraptwewrldy 
Hear their own praife with mouths of gafMfng wonder, 
And.catch each crotchet of the Birtb-di^ thunders 
Crotchets that fcom the praife of cmtimm folly-— j 
Though not mofi mujuatrrnyt^ melancholy g 
Ahl crotchets dopm'd to diasm our ears no iBore^ 
Although by MifteHPARsoNs fet 'm/core; 
Drear and ci«itft4isace doom*d to keep, 
Where thedMr waters of oblivion ileep : 
To fpeak in humbler £ngli£h— doom'd to reft, 
With Court addrelTes, ina mnfty cheft. 

Yet all the Lady Amateurs declared, 

They were the charming' ft things they ever heard i 
As for example — ^ali the angel Gidbons— 

That is, mv Lady, and her daughters fair. 

With coal-black eye-brows, and fwect Hebrew air— • 
The lovely produce of the two religions : 
Thus, in their virtues^ ibx-hounds beft fucceed. 
When fportfmen very wifely crofs the breed ; 
And thus with nobler luftrc fliines the fowl 
JB^gpt-between a game*hen and an owU 

Sir 
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' Sir Sampfon too df clar'd, with v<Mce divine, 

" Datjhince hehdfturn Chreefticm^ andtatJi0gy 
** He nebher did hear moq/kic half Jh fine ; 
♦' JV» / nehherjhince he lefs de Shw^nygogue,^* 

His Grace of Queenfb'rry^too, with eyes tKough dim, 
V And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown 'd ! 
Lift*ning, in attitude of CorpVal Trim, 
He raisM his thin grey curl to catch the found : 

Then fwore the airs would never meet their matches, 
But in hi^ dwxi immortal g^tees-and catches. ^ / 
Yet were ,thafe crotchets all condemned to reft 
In the dark bofona of a mufty cheft ! 

Crotchets that form'd into fo fweet an air, 

As charm'd my Lady Mayorefs and Lord Mayor : 

Who thought (and really they were true believers) 

The muiic equall'd marrow- bones aind cleavers. 

Strains ! that the Reverend Bidiops had no qualms 

In faying, that they equalPd David's Pfalms ; 

But not forpafs'd in melody the bell 

That moumfesl foundefh an ArchbHhop's knell j 

Strains that Sif Jofeph Mawbey deem'd divioe. 

Sweet as the* quavers of his fetteft fwine. 

E'en blufr Lord BrudenelPs felf f admir'd the ftmi». 
In all the tuneful agonies of pain ; 
Who, winking, be^t with duck -like nods the time, 
And call'd the mufic and the words fablime. 

Yes, this moft lofty Lor^admirVl the Ode; 

A Lord who, too, delights in Opera-dancing ; 

Thus fagely both thofe ufeful arts advanciiig, 
M<5ft nobly fpreading Britam^s fame abroad, 

* Though? not a Purcell, his Grace is aUofwed,' by manya^ius 

mufical gucfts, to be a very pretty catch-maker. 

f A prodigious ^/^M/««r ; — without his l«ortlihip .there caa be n» 
rehcarfal. 

... g^ 
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So much by dancing is liis Lordfhip won, « > 

Behiijid the Op'ra fcene$ he coniiant goes, 
To kifs the Iktle Aijger of Coulon,* 

*f o mark her knees, and inany -twinkling toes. 

' Too, all the other Lord?, with whifpers fwanning, 
Cry^d hravo f hravo! charming! bravo! charming.!. 
And Majefty itfelf, to mufic biled, 
Pronounced it " Very, very good, indeed !** . 
Indulging, perhaps, the very^ nat^r^l dream, . 
That all its charms were owing to the theme. 

Not but fome fmall degree oi harmlefs pleafUre 

Might in the brace of R-y-1 bofoms rife. 
To think they heard it without wafle of treafure ; 

As fixpences are lovely in their eyes. 

For, not long, fince, I heard a forward dame 

Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim*-* 

** Good God ! how Kings and Qi^eens a fong adore ! ' 

*' With what delight they order an encore ! 

** When that fame fong, encor'd^ for Miking flows ! 

" This Madam Maka to her forrow knows. 

« To Windfor, oft, and eke to Kew, 

** The R-y-1 mandate Ma«a drew. 

** No cheering drop the dame was aik'd to fip ; 

** No bread was offered to her quiv'ring lip ; 

** Though feint, fhe was not fuffer*d to fit down : 

** Such was the goodne/s — grandeur of the Cr— n ! 

" Now tell me, will it ever be believ'd, 

** How much far fong and chaife4iire Ihe received } - - 

** How much pray, tmnk ye ?"«i^Fiity guineas — " Nov'*- 

Moft furcly forty.-*** No, no "—Thirty.—*^ Poh ! 

•* Pray, guefs in reafon— come, again." — 

Alas' you jecrus-^Twenty at&eleaft; 

No man could ever be fo great a b — ft 
As not to give her twenty for her pain. — 
*' To keep you, then, no longer, in fufpenfe, 

" For Mar A'schaife-hire and unrivall'd note, . 
** Out of their wonderful benevolence, 

^ Their bounteous M — ies gave — not a groat." 

*« Aye,*' 

' * A firft dancer at the Opera. r^^^^I^ 

Digitized by V^OOglC 



t64. oBc iTPotr OD^; 

•* Aye !*• cry'd a fecond fland'rery with a fnecr, 
** I know a llory like it— You ihall hear.-— 
•* Poor Miftrefs Siddo^s, y^rwasorder'd out 
" To wait too upon Majesty, to fpout-^ 
•* To read old Shakefpearc's As you like it to 'eoi ; 
^ And how to mind their flops, and ipommas, fliew *eni; 
•* She read — was told *twas very, very fine, 
•* Excepting Jiere and there a line — 

** To which the Royal wifdom did objeift— 
*^ And which, in all the pride of emendadon, 
** And partlj to hnprove her reputatiob, 

•* His M-j — y thought proper to correal : 
** Then turning to the Partner of his Bed, 

** On tiptoe mounted by felf-approbadon, 
** A very modeft elevation, 
** He ciy'd, * Mmd, Ch arly, M«/V the way to read.* 

•* The A'^lrefs reading, fpouting--out of breath, 
** Stood all the time — ^was nearly tir'd to death ; 
** Whilft their great M-j — ies, in Royal ftyle, 
** At perfeft eafe were^tin^ all the while. 
** Nor otFerM to her was one drop of beer, 
** Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer : 
** Ready to drop to earth, flic mull have fonk, 
** But for a child, that at the hardship flirunk— 
•* A little PaiucE, who mark'dher fituation, 
** Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamadon: 

* La! Miflrefs Siddons 15 quit* feint indeed, 

* How pale ! Pm fore Ihe cannot longer read ; 
^ She fomewhat wants, her fpirits to repair, 

* And would, I'm furc, be happy ina ^Aair.' 

<♦ What followed ?— Why, the R-y^T^ir arofc 
** Surely endugh, omefeirly may fuppofc! 
*' And to a room adjoining made retreat, 
<* To let her, for one minute, Jcai a feat* 
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** At length the A^refs ceas'd to read and fpout 

•* Where^cnerofity's a crying fin : 
** Her Gurt'ly dropp'd — ^and nodded to— came out— 

** So rich !" — How rich? — " as rich as (he went inJ* 
Such are the ftories twain ! — Why, grant the fedl^ 
Are P&iJ(rc£$, pray, like common Jcilh to a^ ? 

'^Should Mara call it cruelty^ and blatne 

Such R-y-1 condu6l, I'd cry, Fi§ upon her ! ' 

To Miflrels Siddoks freely fay the Kame— 
Sufficient ioxfuch people is the iqnour / 

C^'en I, the Bard, exped no pks from Kings^ 
Although I've faid of them fucb ianJfome things ; 
Nay, not their eye's attention, whofe bright ray 
Would, like the' Sun, illumine my poor lay. 
And, like the Sun, fo kind to procreation, 
Increafe within iny brdin the maggot nation. 
So much for idle tales.— Now, Muss^ thy Qraui 
Digreffive, turn to Drawing-Rooms agaiik 

There too was Pitt, who fcrap'd and bowM.to^TOUnd,^ 
And whiiper*d Majefty, 'twas vaflly fine; 

Then wiih'd fuch harmony could ^ce be fo«nd 
Where he, each day, was treated like a fwine. 

By that arch-fiend Charlfs i^ox, and his vile party; 
Villains ! in nought but black rebellion hearty ; 
Fellows ! who had the impudence te place 
The /a(red fcepire underneath the mace, 
^tid twifled ropes, with malice di&ppointed, 
To hamperor to hangtbe Lord^ ANoiNt£i>« 

To whom a certain Sage fo eameft cry'd, 
^' Don't mind-^on*t roiiid*^the rogues thdr mills 
** havemifs'd— 

^ Don't fear your plade, whUft I amwdl fupply'd**- 
•* But mind, mind poverty of Civil Lift. 

Vol. L A a « S.wear 
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*• Swear that no K — ^'s fo poor upon the globe ; 
** Compare me — yes, compare me to poor Job. 
*' What, what, Pitt — hae? We muft have t'other 

*' grant — 
•** What, what? You know Pitt, that my old Sead 

" Aunt* 
•* Left nota fixpence, Pitt, thefe eyes to blefs, 
" But from the pariih fav'd that fool at Hefft. 

** But mind mc— hae, to plague her heart wheti dying, 

" I was a conftant hunter — Nimrod ftUl ; 

" And when in ftale as dead's a mack'rel lying, 

^ ** I car'd not, for I knew the Won^an's JVilL 

** And three days after (he was dead, 

** Which fome folks thought prodigioufly profane, 
** I took it— yes— I took it in my head,, 

*' To order Sir John Brute at Drury-lane : 
** Had Ihc refpe^lecf me^ I do aver, 
*' I Hiould have ftay'dat home, and thought of Jier, 

** And mind— keep Geokge as poor as a church 

" moufe; 
*' Vote not a halfpenny for Carleton Houfe : . 
** This may appear like wonderful barbarity— 
** But mind, Pitt mind-^hc gains in popularity. 

*' I fee him p'er his Father try to rife, 
*' AiKJ mount an eagle to the flcies; 

" But poverty will check his daring flight— 
•' Befides, ftiould George receive a grant, » 

*' He gets the golden orbs I want— 

** Then Civil-Lifl deficiencies, good night ! 

* The late Princefs Anvlia Cent dearly four hundred thoiifand pounds 
out of the kingdom { yet what is that fum to ten or twelve rnillions 
•whi b may one day travel from the nation* Thii is a ferious affair, 
and which ought to be looked to» 

« And 
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** And ' J ! that wicked fon-in-law of BrowN',*' 
- " Lofing all fort of rev'rencefor a Crowa, . 

" Hath fent mc in a bill fo dread — . 
" What *s very ilrange too, Pitt, I'll tell ye more, 
** The rafcal came into my houfe, and fwore 

" 'Twas a juft bill, and that he mujf be paid ; 
** Yes, that he would, he fwore— (how faucy! Pitt)— • 
*' Or fend a lawyer to me with a iifrtK 

" Down fent I Ramus to him o'er and o'er, 
** To fay that Brown had had enough— 

•* And bid him to the Palace come no more 
" To peiler Majefty with bills and fluff. 

** What, Pitt, pray don't you think Pm right— quiwf 
" right ?" 
On which the Premier, with a fault'ring bow, 
Star'd in the face by Truth— looking I don't know' 
how, 

Hem' J out a faint aflent— 'Heav'ns, how poiite f 
How pretty 'twas in Pitt, what great good fenfe^ 
OMot to give Majefly the lead offence ! 
Whereas, the Chancellor, had ^^ been there, 
Whofe tutor, one would think, had been a bear^ 
Thinking a Briton to no forms confined, ^ 
But born with privilege to fpeak his mind^ 
Had anfwer'd with a thund'ring tongue, 
** I think your Majefty d-mn-tion wrong:— 
•* I know no moral or prefcrlptive right 
" In Kings to *** a fubjed of a mite : 

** Give him his juft demand — it is but fit— 
" Such IfttlcnefTes loDk extremely odd — 
" Before mc fhould the matter come, by G-d 

" Your Majefty will curfedly be bit .-— 
" Kings by a fenfe of honour fliouW be fwayM— 
« Holland mufty will, by G-d he Jkall^ l)e paid."; 

•* Mf, Holland) the architcA, who married a daughter of the late 
CafiabtTity Brown, and who hath fev«ral times impertinently trouble* . 
the Palace wirh a bill of two thoufand pounds, due for work done 
by his father-in-law in the Royal gardens. 

Aa a Lor* 
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Ix)rd RocHFORb, too, the gentle youth ! was there, 
Whofe fwect falfitto voice is often fported 

In glees and catches ; fo that all who hear, 
Believe a pretty ftmi^h imported. 

Anxious to i^eafe tlie royal pair, 

Lord Salisbury praised the words and air; 

My Lord— who boafts a pretty tuneful ps^late, 
Who kindly teaches cobblers how to (ing, 
Inftru6ts bis butler, baker, on the ftring, 

And with Apollo's laurel crowns his valet.* 

" A cobbler, baker, chang'd to a mufician, 
*' Butlers, and lick-trenchers ! " my reader roars ; 

•* The iacred art is in a fweet condition— 
** A pretty way of rubbing out old fcores I 

-; ♦* Godbl^ishisgeneroiityandpurier 

** Soon probably his grandmott^er, or nurfe, . 
^ May to the happy band unite their notes-i- 
' ** Perchance, the lift rcfpedtable to grace, 

♦* IJis Lordftiip's favorite hrfe may fliew his fiwc, 
^ And earn, as oiorus finger, all his oats." 

There too, that clofe attendant on the Kino, 
Sir Charles,! the aftive, elegant, andfupple, 

Join'd with the happy Beings of the ring, 

Ai?d bow'd, and icrap'd before the fceptred couple : 

Pour'd high encomium on the birth-day din, 

And won the meed of many a royal grin. 

Sir Charles! the moft polite, devoted man, 
Form'd perfe6tly upon the Courtier plan, 
Watches each motion of the royal lips. 
And round his Majefty fo lively fkips : . 

* His Lordihip made fome fad appointments to his Majcfty's. 
band— ignorant, unroufical rogues, who receive the (alary, and thrum 
by proxy f however, he hath "behaved better latetyy and made atoDcment, 
by giving Shield, Dance, Blake, Parke, and Hackwood^ to the band. 

f Sir Charles Thomptoii. 

Keea 
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Keen as a iiawk, obferves his Sovereign's ey6, 
Explores its wants, and dwells upon its ftare^ 

As if he really was to live or die 

According lo th* appearance of the glare : 

Hops, dances, of true courtlinefs'the type, 

Juft like a pea on a tobacco-pipe. 

Oft will his facred M y look down, 

With afpect confcious of a glorious Crown ;• 

Look down with furly grandeur on the Knight,. 

As if fiich fervile homage was his right ; 

And, hy 2ijiare^ inform the fearful thing. 

The difference 'twixt a fuhje£l and a King, ' 

Thus when a little fearfiil puppy meets 
A nobl^ Newfoundland dog in the HreetSj 

He creeps^ and whines, and licks the lofty brute; 
Gurls round him^ falls upon his back, and thdn 
Springs up and gambols— frriks it back agen, 

And crawls in dread .fubmiflion to his foot ; 
Looks up, and hugs his neck, and feems t'intreatjbim,. 
With^v^ry mark of terror, not to eat him. 

The Newfoundland dog, confcious of his might, 
Cocks high his tail and ears, his ftate to Ihow ; 

Then lifts lus leg (a little unpoKte): 

And alitioft drowns the fupplicant below- ;^ 

Then feems, in full-blown majefty^ ta<fa^,^ 

" Great is my pow:er — but, lo ! Ill pot abule It ;, 

•* I'm CiESAH ! paltry creature, go thy \vay ; 
" But mind, I can de<wur thee, if I chuie it/* 

Sir Chaklfs at. theatrics oft Ihows his mein. 
Skips from his Majefty behind the fceiie, 

To make a famous adrefs Blefl', by laying, 
How pleas'd the Monarch is-r-how oft he clapp'd^ 
lEfow oft the Queen lier fan fo gracious tapp*dy 

In approbation of her charming playing I 

Aa 3 Then 
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. . . i 

Then will the Knight, with motions all fo quick, 
Ruih back again, o'erjoy'd, through thin and thick, ; 

And to their Sacred Majefties repdr, 
Loaded with curtiies, fpeeches, thanks, fine things ! 
Proud as fome old dame's nag with queens and ungs 

Of gingerbread, to grace a country fiur. 



% 



Then will Sir Cbaeles race back, with bold career, 
With fomething new the Royal mouths ihall utter. 

Sweet to the AArefs's aflonifh'd ear, 
As/ugar-plums to brats—or bread and butter; 

Then back to IMfajcfty Sii^CHARLEs will fly 

Wi^ the great Aftms's fuhlime reply ; 

As for example — ^^ Dear Sir Ch a&i^bs, dear friend^ 

^ Pray thank their Majeflies' extreme good nature 
^' Who in their goodnefles can condcfcend 

" To honour thus their poor devoted creature : 
^ Whofe patronage gives gj^ory to a name ;. 
** Whofe fmiles i^hne confer immortal fame*^— 
**^ I beg, Sir CRiHttES, you'll fay the humhlejt things— » 
^ Commend me t^ the beil of Qucgns and Kings, 



Back with the mefllges Sir Craries will run^. 
And with them charm of Majefty the Sun,: 
And bid him^ like his brother in' the fkies, 
Dart fmiling i^diance from his {tioutli and eyea! 
Thrice happy &aight ^ all psaties form'd Uy pieafe ^ 
Bleft paner of iiieb mtflag^s afr thefe !' 

Thusmidft the battle's rage, like lightning,. fcours> 
An Aide-de-camp, his General's orders carrying ^ 

Bravely he gallops tlu-ough the bullet fhow'rs,., 
But fcarcea fingle minute tarrying; 

Then to the General hack with anfwer comes, 

vMidft the deep tKuoder qf great guns and drums ;., 



Now» 
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Now forth again with more command he fallies. 
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry *. 

To tAis which runs away, to tkai which rallies, 
All buftle, uproar wild, and hurry fcurry ! 

Yet was there one ,who much the day decry'd— - . 

OM Lady Mary Duncan ^fays report) 
« What, no dear, dear Caftrato here!" fhe ^^'6ti\ 
-- « Why then, p-x take the roarings and the Court; 
^ Then Lord have mercy oh my tortur'd ears, 
" And fhield me>fromtl^ ihout;3 of fuch He Bears^ 

•* Are fuch the pretty notes to pleafe ? 

** Then may I never more hear founds likethefc ! 

** In days of yore they might have had their inerit^ 
** Amongftthe rams- horns to» have borne a bob 
" That (fid at Jericho the wond'rous job*— 

** Knock'd down the wall with (b.much.lpirit.. 

•* The founds may anfwer to play tricks 

** Amongil a pack of drunken afles ; 
•*^ To break, as if it were with flicks^ 

*' The bones of bottles and poor glafles^ 

" Where, where is VsLCchierottx'^ ieart'/eb ^ain t 

*^ Where RubioelJi's Jojtmuto note ? 
** That tickled oft my fighiiig foul to pain ? 

" That bade my fenfes ia Elyfium float ? 
" Avaunt ! you vile black-bearded rogues— avaunt I. 
" *Tis finoother chins, and fweeter^ones, I want. 

" My Lord bf £x£ter. was alfo there, 
Who, marveling, cock'd his time-difccrning ear 

To ftraius that did fuch honour to a Throne : 
There Uxbri^ge taught the audience how to thMy, 
With much fignificarit and knowing wink, 

And fpecches clad in Wifdom's critic tone ; 
Who look'd. muficians thnmgh with half-ihut eyes ; . 
Moil folemn, m<>ft chrgmaiically wife L 

Sandwicb, 
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SANDwrcHy the glory of each jovial meeting, 
TAh fiddler now — now t/iaf, fo kindly greeting, 

Appear*d, and (hrewdly poiir*d his %a^s and kums r 
Great in (^ttoo, my Lord, and crofs-hand roll ; 
Great in the dead-march flroke fublime of Saul, 

He beats Old Afsbridge * on the kdt4e-drums. 

What pity,, to onr militaiy hoft,. 

That fuch a charming drummer (lioutd^ be'Ioft ! 

And feel through life his glories overcaft. 
And that dull Board,f where, never could he learn,. 
Of (hips, the difference between ftem and ftern^ 

Hen-coops and boats, the rudder and the maft>. 

Say — 'midH the tuneful tribe was Edmund Burke > 
Nox! MuN was cutting but for Hasti-ngs, work; 

Writing to Coufin WillJ and Co. to leagiie 'enit 
Againft'that rogue, who like a rufHan rofe. 
And tweaked a bulfe of je\yels from the nofe 

Of Dames in India, chriften*d Munny Begum, 
Edmund ! who formerly look'd fierce as Grimbaldi 
On that moil horrid imp^ Sir Thomias Rumbold ;. 

Vow*d, like afheep, to flay thatEadern thief; 
Till firange good fortune opcn'd Edmund's eyes :• 
Oh ! then, he heard bf Innocence the cries^ 

And, like Je^ converts, danui-d his old. belief- 
Yet, jet yo«?<? praife for Mun's converfion pafs. 
To that great wender- worker, Saint Dundas^ 

Edmund.!' who battled hard foi: Powell's life^, 
And fwore no man, in virtue, e'er went further :: 

To prove which oath, this P®well took a knife,. 
And made the world believe it,. by fey^-muxther* 

Reader, fuppofe I' give diee a fmall'Odc, 

JVlade when vile Tippoo Saib in triumph rode,. 

* A kettle drummer of great cciisbrity. 

t The >Admiralty. . J; In India. 
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ODE u?oK oi)B. a75 

And play'd the devil on our Indian Borders^ 
In perfon, or by vile Satanic orders : 

When Edmund Burke, fo famous for fine speeches, 

From tmpe to trope^ a downright rabbit, fkipping 
Meant, fchool-boy like, to take down Hastings breeches^ 
And give the noble Governor a whipping ? 

If rightly, Reader, I tranflate thy phiz^ 
Thou fmil'ft confent — ^I tliank thee«— he^ it is. 

But mark my cleanlinefs ere I begin t 

Know, I Ve not caught the itch of party fin 5 

To Pitt, or Fox, I never did belong 5 

TjtuTH, TuTJTH I fcek— ^fo help me God of Song f 

P'rhaps to a Heathen oath thou may'fl demur' i 
Well then — Sufpicto'n that I mayn't incur, 

But, like a Ckrifiian^ fwear i do not Jkam^^ 
By all the angek of yon lofty flcy. 
Where bummg fcraphims and cherubs cty, 

I'm of no party— curfe me if I am ! 

By all thofe wonder-monzers faints and martyrs. 
Cut for the love of God m halves and quarters ; 

By each black foul in purgatory fiying ; 
By ail tbofe whiter fouls, though we can't fee 'em, 
Singing their Ave-Maxy and Te Deum 

On yon bright cloud— I fwear I am not lying. 

No ! free as air the Mufe (hall fpread her wing. 
Of v)h(mj^ and 'vohen^ and what fhe pleafes, nng ; 
Though Erivy-Councils,* jealous of her note, 
Frefcrib'd, or late, a halter for her throat. 

Let folly fpring — my eagle, falcon, kite. 
Hawk — fatire — what you will — fhall mark her flight; 
Through huts or palaces ('tis juftthe fame)j 
With equal rage, purfue the panting game; 



# I^s is a piece •£ fecret Hi'dory, 
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And lay (by princes, or by peafants, bred) 
Low at the Owner's feet, \he Cuckoo, dead. 



ODE TO EI>MUND. 

MUCH edified am I by Edmund Burke! 

Well-pleas'd.I fee his mill-hke mouth at work^ 
Qrinding away for poor Old England's good ; 
. He gives of elocution fuch a to ft ! 

He tells of fuch dread doings in the Eaft ! 
And fighs, as 'twere for his own fleih and blood. 

^^^9^1 Chout^ Laci^ Omra^ Duftuck^ NaMy Bunder^ 

Crorey Choultry^ Begum^ leave his lips in thunder. 

With matchlefs pathos^ Mun defcribes the gag 
Employ '(i by thatdamn'd fon of Hyder Naig, 

Nam'd Tippoo — Gags! that Britifli mouths deteft ! 
Occafion'd partly by that man fo fad, • ^ 
That Hastings! — oh! deferving all that's bad — 

That villain, murd'rer, tyrant, dog, wild beaft ! 

Poor Edmund fees poor Britain's fetting fua; 
Poor Edmund ^r0^;ix--and Britain is undone! 

Reader ! thou haft, I do prefume, 

(God knows though) been in a fnug rooip^ 

By coals or wood made comfortably warm ; 
And often fancy 'd that a ftorm iDuhout 

. Hath made a diabolic rout — 

Sunk ftiips — tore trees up — done a world of harnii 

Yes!* thou haft lifted up thy tearful eyes, 

Fancying thou heard ft of mariners the cries ; 

And figh*d, " How wretched now muft thoufands be I 

" Oh r how I pity the poor fouls at fea!" 

When, lo 1 this dreadful tempeft, and his roar, 

A ze^r-^nv the key-hole of the door I 

Now^ 
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Now, may not Edmund's howUngs 6« a figh - 

Prefling through Edmund's lungs for loaves and filhes. 

On which he long hath look'd with longing eye, 
To fill poor Edmund's not o'er-burthen'd difties? 

Give MuN a fop— forgot will be comf)laint ; 
Britain be fafe, and Hastings prove a Saint, 



NOW for the Drawing-room — O Mufc, fo madding^ 
Delighted in digreffion ta be gadditig. 

Hampden and Fortefcue (brave names !) attended—* 
The lafi in Catches wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lady Clarges too was there, 

To all the graces as to mufic born ; < 
Whofe notes fo fweetly melting fooihe the car ! 

Soft as the robin's^ to the blufti of morn ! 

There to the rare FioUM-Gamha Pratt, 
Whofe fingers fair the firings fo nicely pat. 
And bow that brings out founds unknown at Babel^ 
Though not {o fweet as'thofe of Mifler Abel. 
Dear Maid ! the daughter of that Prince of Pratts, 
Who mufic cons as well as law ; and fwears 
The girl fliallyrr*^ no foul but Handel's ears. 
To whom he thinks our great compofers, cats : 

Id efi^ Sacchini, Haydn, Bach, and Gluck, 
And twenty more, who never had the luck 

To pleale the nicer ears oi fime crozvn'd folk ; 
Ears that, Kke other people's though they grow, 
Poor creatures ! really want the fcnfe to know 

Pfalm tunes fo mournful, from the old Black Joke. 

That mufty mufic- hunter too— Mf/I D, 
Much-trayel'd Buruey, came to hear and fee ; 
He, in his tour, who found fuch great prote6^ors— j 

Kmgs, Queens, JDukes, Margraves, Margravines, Elcflors^ 

. Who 
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Who ^ik'd die T3o8tor many a gracious queftion. 
And treated him widi marv'ious hofpitality ; 

Gueiling be bad as clever a digedion 

For meat and drink, as mufic of rare quality. 

Not with much glee the Do£lor heard the Ode*, 
But turn'd his dif^^jpoimed c^es to God ; 

And wiih'd it his own fetting, with a figh ; 
For, ere to'SaPibury's houfe the Do6lor came. 
To get, as Ode-setter, etiroll'd his name, 

Behold ! behpld the wedding was gone by. 

Ah ! how unlucky that the prize was loll ! 

Parfons, who, daring, dafh'd thro' thick and thin— 
Eclr^g the fecond 1 — got like lightning /», 

When Burney juft had reached the difiant p:Jt. 

' Yet, gentle Mufe, let candour M/x allow, 
ThLt, thougl\ his heart was mortified enow. 
The Do6lor did his rival's art admire, 
And own'd his maiden crotchets full of fire; 
Crotchets! though fweet, alas ! condemned to lie, 
Like Royal virtues, hid from mortal eye ! 

Crotchets that fongful Miller Parilbns tries 
To Tom's big phrafe, to make fublimer cries ; 

Thrice hap[)y union to entrance the. foul ! 
How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair, 
By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 

Ty'd tail to tail, and tiirown acrois a pole ! ' 

But where was great Sir Watkyn all this time? 
Why heard he not the air and lofty rhyme P ' 

The fleet Welfli Deity, who mufic knows ; 
The Alexander of the Tot'n'am * troops. 
Who, tutor'd by his flampings, nods, grants, whoops^ 

JDo wond'rous execution with thdir bows ? 

* Sir Wfttkynis a Member, of the Ancient Mufic Concert in Tot- 
;|enbam-Street, and xnuch Attended 4o, both fov his 9J^ and fcience. 

4 ^ir 
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Sir Watkjrti, deep in difinal dudgeon gone, 
Far in ins Cambrian villa f fat ak>oe ; 
To Miftrefs Walfingham t he fcrubb'd his bafe, 
Whilft anger fweil'd the vokmie ef kas- face, 
Flaming, like funs of London in a fog ; 

Of Mifhuefs Walfirigham he fung with ifc ; 

His eyes as red as ferret's eyes, with fire 9 
His mighty foul for vengeance all agog. 

Achilles thus, affronted to the beard,- 
His fledge-like fift o'er Agamemnon rear'd, 

And down his throat would nun his words have rammed ; 
Who, aftet oaths (a pretty decent volley,) 
And rating the long Monarch for his folly, 

Infbrm'd the King of Men he might be d-mn'd '^ 
Then to his tent makefile ftrode, to ilrum 
And fcrape his anger out on tweedle-dum. 

Yet Miftrefs Walfingham the Ode attend^ ; 
From 'Squire Apollo lineally defcended — * 

A dame who dances, paints, and plays, and fiqgs ;: 
The Saint Cecilia — Queen of wind and firings ! 
Though fcarcely bigger than a cat— a dame, 
*Mid{l the Bas Bleusy a giant as to /ame. 

When fiddle, hairtboy, clarinet, baflbon, ' ' 

On Sunday (difiem'd hy^s good ChnfRtUDS, ddJ} . - 
Unite their clang, and pour their merry tune 

In jiggifh gratitude to Gon ; 
Lo ! if a witlefs Member fhould defire, ] 

Infiead of Handel, flrains perchance of Haydn, 
A fierce Semiramis (he flames with fire — ' , 

This Amazonian, crotchet- loving 'maiden J 
She looks at him with fuch a pair of eyes ! 

Reader, by v^ky of ^w//f-digreffion, 
Which to my fubje^t hs^pily applies — 

Didfl ever fee GiimaiUn\i\ a pafiofl^ 

X The quarrel between the Knight- and the Lady was. a wonderful 
one — Tfintanc animis £(e!^ihusyira ? 

Vox. L B b . VMng 
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Lifting her back, and ears, and tail, and hair-; 

Gmtig her- two expreifive goggkrs, . 

(Not in the fweet and tender .ftyle of oglers) 
A fierce, broad, wild,.iixy.,.fwciou§, thr^at'nipg ftare^ 

If fo— thop roay'ft fome faiat.idea have 
Of this grc^t Lady, at h^r tuneful club— 

Who very often hath be^n heard to rave, 

And with mucHeloquence^the Members fnuh. 

'Some people, by thdr fpjils will fweaf, ' - 

That if Muficians mifs but half a bar, 

Juft like an Jrifbman ihe ftarts to bather j 
And, in the yiolence of .quaver-madnefe, 
Where nought Ihould. reign but harmony ^x»d.gladhe6j 

She HAOcks one tuneful head againft. another.; 
'Then fcreaiiis in fuch chromatic tones 
•Upon Apollo's poor affrighted fons, 
Whofc trembling tongues, when. her's begin to foun4» 
Ac^i in the dire vociferation, drow^i'd ! 

Thu$.whpni>W Oxford's bell, baptiz'd Great Tom^ 
Shakes ^1 ibc city with his iron tongue, 
' The little tinklers nyght as well te dumb 
fy& afk attention to their .puny fong, 
So much the Lilliputians are.o!crcome> 
By the deep thunder of. the Mighty Tom. 

Handel, as fanfd for manners as a pig;, 
JEnrag'd, upon a time pull'd off his wig. 
And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni's fec«^ 
Becaufe me Kttle S3^ren mifs'd a grace : 
jMufician^ therefore, fliould beware; 

Or in the face of fbme unlucky chap. 
Although ihe cannot fiing a load of .hair« 

She 'probably may dart her cap. 

,Oft when a youth to fome iwnfX bluthkig mAA 

Hath jflily whifpcr'd. amatory things. 
And, ;nore bv puffiou-than by mufic iWay'd, 

Sroke on thelunefol dialqgue of .brings j 

Ro\is'^ 
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Rons'd like a tigrefs from a fav'nte feaft,'- 
Up hath the valiant Gentlewoman fprung,; 
With lightning look,, and thundering tongue^ 

Ready with out-urctcli'ci neck to eat the beaft 
That boldly dar'd — io blafpherrtoufly rafli— 

Mix with the air divine his love-fick traflu - 

Reader^ attend her — flie will fo enrich ye 

With mufic knowledges of every kind, 
From that poor nolHing^monger, eld Qyiliciy 

Ta Handel's lofty and capacious mind ; 
Run wild diviftons on the various merit 
Of tkis and M^/ compofer's fpirit — 

Oa Glitcr's fublimities be all fo chatty ; 
Talk of the Jhio'comtc of Piccini, 
Compare the elegance of fweet Sacchini, 

And iron melodies of old Scarlatti ! 

But not one word on BriSffi worthy I ween ; 
'Their very mention gives the Dame the fplecn : 
^ Twcre e'en difgrace to tdl their mawkiih names : 
Mere cart-horfes — ^poor uninventive fools, 
Who neither mufic make, nor know its rules ; 
Whofe works fhould only come to light in fiames. 

To depths of mufic doth this Pame pretend, . 
Nought can her ftience well tranfcend,— 

If you the Lady's own opinion a(k; 
And when (he talks of mufical enditers. 
She fhews a vafi acquaintance with all writers^ 

And takes them critically all to tafk. 

Dear Gentlewoman ! who, fo great, fo chafte, 
So fortign in. her tweedk-dummijk tafte. 
Faints at the name of that enchanting fellow, 
Thtmt\XmgAm9rofo^ Paifiello! 

With notes on Tarchi, Sarti, will o'erwhefan ye 5 
Giordan], fweeter than the Hybla honey j 
AnibiB, Cimerofa, Bach, Bertoni, 

Rauzzini, Abel, Fleyei, Guglielmi! 

Bb» ' ' Caa 
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Can tell you, that th' Italian fchool is aiiy, 
Expreiiive, elegant, light as a fairv ; 
The German, heavy, cfeep, fcholaAic 5 

The French, moft mifcrably whining, moaning, 
Oft like poor devils in the colic groaning, ■, 
Noify and groaning, hideous, Hudibrafhc. 

The female vifitors around her gaze, 

With wond'ring eyes, and mouths of wide amaze^ 

To hear her pompoufly demand the key 

Of ev'ry piece muficians play ; 

Aftonifh'd fee this Petticoat- Apollo, 

With ftamping foot,, and beckoning hands 
And head, time-noddine, ifTue high commaiidsi 

Beating the Tot'n'am-roaclDirc^^or * hollow. 

Yes— they behold, aniaz'd, this tuneful whale, 
And catch each crotchet of her rich difcourfe, 
Utter*d with clalfic elegance and force, 

On Diat&nic and Chromatk fcale : 
Then flare to fee the Lady wifely pore 
On fciendfic zig-zag fcore. 

Reader, at this great Lady's Sunday meeting 
'Midfl tuning inftruments, each other greeting. 

Screaming as if they had not met for years. 
So joyous, and fo great their clatter !— fay, 
Didft ever fee this Lady finking A^ 

Upon her harpfichord, with bending ears ? 
With open mouth, and flare profound, - 

Attention nail'd, and head awry, 

Watching each atom of the tuneful cry. 
Till Alamire unifon goes roimd ? 

Didfl ever her hands outflretch'd like wings, 
Towards the Band, though led by Cramer, 

Wide fwimming for piajtos on the firings— 

Now fudden rais*d, like Mifler Chriftie's hammer, 

* Joah Bate, Efquiic 

To 
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To bid ^^ forte * roar in fuddcn thunder. 
And fill the pping multitude with wonder ? 
Thou never aidfl ? — ^then, friend, without a huR^ 
I envy thee a happinefs to come i 

** He moulds his harp," quoth Tom, " to manners mild;'* 
To Kings, for babe- like nanntnfinpU ftyl'd. 

And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun; 
To him the Poet humbly n^kes a leg. 
Who, gooie-like, brooding o'er the fev'ritc egg 

Of &enius, gives the I^ioenix to the fun. > 

To him^ who for fuch eg^ is always watching, 

And never more delighted than wfien hatching ; 

Which makes the number offered to the* fun,^ 
So vafl !— why,; verily as thick as peas, 
That people may coHe^^* with equ^l eafe, . 

A fhoufaud noble inilaMces^ as m^.' 

What numbers, Wisdom to his care hath giv'n ! 

All hatched — fomeJiving— others gone to Heav'n : 
Thus in the pinnick'^ | neft the cuckoo lays, 

Then, eafy as a Frenchman, takes her flight; 
Due homage to the eegs ti^^e {Hnnick pays, 

And brings the littte^ lubbers into hght. 

The modern poet fings, quoth Tom again, • 
Of M— chs, who, with economic fury. 

Force all the tuneful world to Tot'n'amlane^ 
And lock up ^11 the doors of harmlefs Drury.*' 

* Motions dbbUdied by the Cognofcenti for (hewii^ tbe light and 
Ihtdeof mufic 

f A bird fo called in (bme coiinrries, that attends the wife bird,'- . 
•and feeds hiov 

" X The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drury-lane,'thit i 
year, under the condu^ of Mr. Linlcy and Dr. Arnold. The Mam ■ 
was to have exhibited her tocalitfet. This would have been a deaths 
ibvke to the pigmy performance in Totrenham-court Road. How 
l)^ould the pigmy be faved ? By killing the giata : and lo ! his deatk» 
warrant hath been (igned — By what power of th^confUtution ^ None! 
i— Can the GrM$i MMarf^tiiO vaor^} Slulcfttd tUlirani JRegtSp fUe» 

Bb| Sa^^ 
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Sajs why this ctirfe on Dnwy's harmtefs dbor. 
That thus, in anger, M— — y (hould lock it ? 

Mufe, afe"Ac Tot'n'aih-ftrect fubfcribcrs poor? 

Will Drury keep fomepencefiromTot'fl'am's pocket > 

Doth thr^t'.ning baqkruptcy extend a gloom. 

O'er the proud walls of Tot'n'am's regal room ? . 

Perchance 'tis Mara's fong th^t give« ofFencc ? 

Hinc ilia lachfymx /—I fear : 
The fong tSat once could charm the R— 1 fenfe, 

Delight^ ahs! no more the Royal ear* 
Gods ! can a guinea darken ev'ry note^ 
And makie the nightingale's a raven's throat? 

But let me give his M " y a hint, 

Freih from my brain's proufic mint : 
Suppofe we tmatturs fhouid, in a fury, 

juft take it in our John-Bull head» to fay • 

(An4 lo ! 'tis very probable we may) 
•* We w/7/ have Oratorios at Drury ?" 

How mufl he look ? Blank — wonderfully blank $ 
And think fuch fpeech an infult on his rank ? 
What could he do ?*— oppc^ with ire fb hot ? 
I think his M y had better not/* , 

Pity a King fhouid With his fubje^ls fquabble 

About an Oratorio or a Play : 
It puts him on a footing with the rabble ; 

And that is moft unkingly^ let me fay. 

Suppofe he comes off conqueror I— alas ! 

For fuch a victory he ought to JigL 
But, Lord ! fuppofe it fo (hould come to paf% 

That Majefty comes off with a black eye? 

^' Indeed hii M-^— y hath prudently taken the hint. — Drury, in 
fpitc of the Royal frown, hath had her" Otatorios performed, to the do 
fmall inortifiCatioil bf poor defcrted Tottenham. 

• Whcthct 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Whether he lofe or mn the«dfty^ > t % ' ^' * ! 

The would trifi chrifteH^it z paltry frtt^ 

Kioz? ihould be ncrer iii the 'amm§'^^^ 

They never are^ fome wifeacres declare. 
Poh ! luck a fpeech may" do for birth-day fong; 

But makes us plulofopluc people^^r^ / 

I know a certain owner of a C ■ i> » n » 



Not quite a hundred, miltg ftom Wkidfor^towoy 
Who harboiirM of his. ndgfabo^r honid nedon&vtt 
A widow gentlewoman, who, he faid, 
Popp*d from her window ev^ry diiy her head 
Impertinenty to watch hi& Royal motions. 

" What? whati" quoth M-^-^y^ « PU tf«ch hof 

'^ jeyes^ 
" TotakemyinotiQQsby furprifet . . •\ 

** One cannot breakfeft, dine, drink tea, nor fup, 
" But, whip ! the Woman's head at once is out, 
" To fee dnd he^r what we are all about : 
** I'll cure hep of that trick — and block her up." 

•*' 
Mad as his military Gil AC £f 
For fortifying evVy pltfc^ 

* Tet let us give an' inftance of WTong prc>ceedings.-*A certaia 

K and Q.— , inftead of, having concerts at their palace> ia tl^ 

llyle of other Princes,* fucK as th^ Ktng of France, the Binperor,*the 
Emprefs of Ruifia, &c. have entered into a' private fubfcription for a 
concert in a pitiful ftreet. They pay their fix guineas a-piece ; and, 
what is more extraordinary^- getiti their children, as we are toldy gratis! 
What is dill more extraordinary, they have entered into a.bond.foir 
horrowing two thoufand pounds for^ putting the lioufe into a decent re- 
pair ; fit for the reception of the K of the firft emjiire uponeartVi. 

Of whom has this money been borrowed } Marvelling reader ! of t^e 
poor muficians' fund ! Which money might have l»ieeh placed out to k 
xnuch fuperior advantage. Let me add, that the fubfcribera order a 
formal rehearfal previous to every concert j fo that, in faft; they gera 
double Concert for their money ;^~iindoobteUly to the vaft fatisfadion of 
the fingers ^f tfefi happy Cramer, J&oi:ghi, Shield, Cervetto^ ice. who, in 
this inftance, earn their moa«y not very unlike the patigat and labouoHi 
aninpal called a drayh&fe. 
• f Duke ot Richmond* * . ; ' • *• 

^ 3 From 
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Tnom dockyards to a neceflafy houfbi 
The M— *-<:b dreamt of nothing but the wait. 
The (aucy fpy in petticoats to maul, 

And make her eagle pride crawl like his Icmie. 

Now workmen came, with formidable iloneS| 
To block up the poor widow- Jones, 

Who marked this dread blockade, and with a frown. 
And to the caufe of freedom true, 
One of the old hen's chicks fo blue, , 

Fail as the K— — ^ built u^ the damepuUM dnvtu 

*. 

'Twas up— "twas down— 'twas up again— 'twas down- 
Much did the country with tlie fctiittle ring, 
Between the valiant Widow and the K— — , 

That admiration nUs*d in Windfor town : * 

The migh'y battling Broughtons, and the Slacks, 
Ne'er knew more money betted on their backs. 

Sing, heav'nly Mufe, how ended this affray ; 
Jud as it happens, iaitb, nine times in ten. 
When dames fo fpirited engage with men i 

That isr— th* heroic Widow won the day : . 

The K could northe woman maul; 

But found himfelf mod (liamefully defeated ; 

Then, very wifely, he retreated. 
And, very prudently, gave up the wall. 

' Now fing, p Mufe, the warlike ammunition 
Us*d by the Dame in her befieg'd condition. 

That on the hoft of vile invaders flew ; 

> Say, did no GM nor Goddefs crv out. Shame ! 
And nobly haften to relieve the Dame 

I^rom fuch a refolute and hbftile crew ? 

Yes — Neptune, like her gu^irdian angel, kind, 
Join'd. the poor Widow Jones, and ran up flairs ; 
Then fiercely caught up certain earthen Wjaies, 

And, pleas'd his fev^rite dement tx> find, 

Bid, 
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Bid, on their heads, the briny torrents flow, 
And waifa'd^ like ihags^ the combatants below. 

The goddefs Cloacina too, fo hearty, 

Ru(h*d to the Widow's houfe, and join'd the party ^ 

But fjy, what ammunition fili'd her hand, 

Fame for the Widow to acquire, 

To bid the enemy retire, 

And give to public fcorn the daring band ? 

What that^rtfifg" an^nunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a fccret — ^therefore tnuft not tell ^ 

Nor would he for,a tho\|&nd pojmds reward^ . , 

To beaux reveal it, or the fweeteft belle* 

Yet Nature poffibly hath made a {hout| 

Bleft with fagacity to/mell it out. 

Reader, don't fland fo, flaring like a calf j 
Thy gaping attitude provokes my laiigh,; 
Thou think'ft that Monarchs never can aft ill r . 
Get thy head fhav'd, poor fool ! or think fo ftilL 

Whether thou deem'ft my ftory felfe or true, 

I yalue not a rufh, ; 

^Wik haveanpther r— '* No.'.' — Nay, prithee do — 
" I won't."— Thou ihalt, by Heavens 1 fo prither 
'.hu&!- . , ' 

But ere I give the tale, my tuneful bride, 
My Lady Mufe, Ihall talk of Kings and Pridei 

Some Kings on thrones are children oh the lap ; . 

Children, that all of us fee ev'ry day ; 
Brats that kick, fqu;ill, and quarrel with theur pap, ,, 

Tearing, -and fwearing they will have their way : 
And what, too, their great reputation rifles, 
Kings quarrel, juil like children^ about trifie^ 

Moreover— 'tis a terrible affair 

For kingly worlhip to be kicked by fellows 
Who probablv feed half their tinne o© air, 

Meading old kettles or old bellows. 



My 
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My Ladv Priiwe's a very Idty ^eing. 

Much pleajy'd with people's fcraping, bowixig, kneeing^ 
Fruitful in egotifms, and full of brags'^ 

Her Ladyfliip in nought jcaa brook denial ; 

Aiidj as for uifult, *tis a killing trki,' 
Aiidmore efpecially from men of rags. 

For PjiiDE, fuch is her ftatelinefs, alas ! 
Rather than fed the kickings of an a/sy 
Would calmly put up with a lej; of ior/e ; 
Though pelting her with fifty times the force ; 
Nay> though her brains came out upon the ground,- 
Were brains within her head^ieoo ta be found* 



A KINQ AND A BRICKMAKER.* 

A^ TAtE. 

A KING, near Pimlico, with nofc and (late, 

Jpid very much a neighbouring brick-*kibi hate, 
BeCaufe the kiln did vomit nafly fmoke ; ^ 

Which fmoke — I can*t lay very nicely bred— 

Did very often take it in its head* 
To bfacken the Great Houfe, and try the K— to cfaoak. 

His facred Majefly would', fpUtt'ring^ fay, 
Upon a windy day,- 

•* III make the rafcal and his brick-kiln hop— 
**^ P-x tafke the fmoke— the fulphur !— zounds !— 
** It forces down my throat by i)ound8 ; 

•* IVfy beliy isardowmrigl^t bkckfifiith's (hop.*' 

One day, he was fo peiler'd by a cloud— * 

He could not bear it, and thus bawl'd aloud: 
" Go;" roar'd his M— — y unto a Page, 
Work'd, like ^ lion, to a dev'lifh rage, 



* A Mr. Scott, 



« Go, 
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** Gp, tell the rafcal who the brick-kiln owns^ 
** That if he dares to burn another brick, 
•** Black all my houfe like hell^ and make me fick, 

^* I'll tear his kiln to rags, and break his bone^** 

Off Billy Ramus let, his errand told : 
On which the Brickmaker, a little bold, 

lExclaim'd, " /f<r break my bones, good Mafter Page^ 
** /{f.fay my kiln Ihan't burn another Ijrick, 
" Becaufe it blacks his houfe, and makes him fick J 

•** Billy, go, give my love to Mafter's rage, 
'*' And iay, more bricks I am refolv'dto bum ; 
" And if the fmoke his Worftiip's ih>mach turn, 

•'* Tell him tp ftqp his mgUth and fnout j 

** Nay more,^ good Page ; his M y fhall ^4 

*♦ 1*11 always'take th* advantagjC of the windj 

^* j^d, dam'me, try to fmoke Sim ouu^^ 

This was a ihamefttl meffai^ to a K— 

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in mud; 

Yet, thougn fo inypudtent ^ thing. 

The fellow's rhet'ric could not be withilood. 

jStifF as againft poor Haftings, Edmund Burke, 
This Brickmaker went tooth and nail to work, 

And form'd z Urue Yefuvius^ on the eye : 
The fmoke In pitchy volumes .j:oll*d along, 
Kufh'd through the Royal dome with fulphur ftrong, ' 

And, thick ,afceudiug, darkened all the (ky. 

To give ^he fmoke a ^laftier ilink, 
Indignant R^eader, what doft think ? 

The fellow fcrapJd the filthieft ftt^ together. 
Old wigs, old hats, ^Id woollen caps, old nigs, 
Ruplete with many a colony of bugs, 

Oldilioes, old boots, and all the tribe of leathec* 

Thus did the cloud of ftink and darknefs (hade 
The i)uilding for the Lord's Anoiiiteid made^ 
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Aiid blacken it like palls thatgrace abufyiDg : 
Thus was this.mau of mud and irraw employ M» 
And atthe thought fd wicked, everjoy'd, 

(X.iitioking Ood's Vicegerent like a herring ; - 

Of ferving him as we do parts of iwine, 

With turkey that to pleale our tafte combine ; 

But, lo ! thi» daring baneful rogue of brick 

FeM, for his Sovereign fortunately, fick, 

And, ere the wretch could glut his fpleen and pridci 

Jy turning Monarchs into bacon— died. 



THE modem bard (quoth Tom) fublitnely fings 

Of ihaij) and pnident economic Kings, 
Who rams, and ewes^ and lambs, and bullocks feed. 

And pigs of every fort of breed. 

Of Kings who pride themfelves on fruitful fows i 
Who fell ikim milk, and keep a guard fo ftout 
To drive the get{e^ the thievifli rafcals, out. 

That cv'ry morning us*d to fuck the cows :* 

Of Kings who cabbages f and carrots plant 

For fuch as wholcfome vegetables want ; 
Who feed, too, poiiltrv for the people's fake, 

Then fend it through the villages in carts, 

To cheer (how wondrous kind t) the hungry, hearU 
Of fuch as only pay for what they take.. 

The poet now, ^cjuoth Tom's rare lucubration, 

Singeth commercial treaties — commutation- 
Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of rofes, 

Olympian dew, gloves^ ftickin^-plafter, hats, ; 

Quack med'cines fbr (ick Chriftians, and found rats. 
And ad that charm our eyes, or mouths, or nofcs. 

* Is it pofiibk for this ftory to be true } W& would radier give it as 

fifocryphaL . . . , 

'jx Mr. Wharton fays in his Ode, <« Who plant the Crvtc Say j" hit 
IstWuredly meant cabbages and carrots : — the £a^ proves it. 

The 
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The modem bard, fays Tom, fublimely fings 
Of virtuous, gracious, goodj uxonotts Kifl^s» 
. Who love their Wives fo c6nftailt from theii* h^rt; 
Who down at Wiadfor daily go a (hqppios, ' 
Their heads, right royal, into hoirfes poppmg, 
And doing wonders in the haggling art. . 

And why, in God's name, (hould not Queens mtA Kings 
Purchafe a comb, or corkfcrew, lace for cloaksi 

Edging for caps, or tape for apron^ftnngs, 
Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as .other folks ? 

Header ! to make fhine efcs with wionder ftiate, ' 

I tell thee, faff kings claim the Ro)l^l care ! 
' - Farthings are helple^ children of a ^inea s 

If not well watdh'd, they travel to their cadt ; 
For, lo ! each copper-vifag*d little ninney 

Is very apt to ftray, and to be Joft. 
Extravagatite I never dar*d defend ; 
The grcatcft Kings fliould feve a candle end : 
Since 'tLs an axiom fure, the more folks favt^ ' ^ • 
The more, indifptitably, they mtift ^«f ^. 
Crown *d heads, of/avlng iliould appear examples.; 
And Britain reaHy boaifts two pretty iamples ! 

The modem poet fings, quoth Toi agan, 

Of fweet excifemen, ' an obliging train ; 
Who, like our guardian angels, watdi our hduf6, 

And add anomer civil obligation 
' That addeth greatly to oar reputation- 
Hug, in ouraWenccs, our loving fpoufes. 

Reader ! when tir*di Vm fond of taking breath : 
Now, as thoii doft admirp the true fubltme, 
And, confequently, my immortai rliyme, 

'Tis clear thou never canft defire my death, ^ 

Swans, m their fongs,' muft muficaliy die; 
If that's the.cafe then, Reader, fo might /. 
Let me, then, join thy wifhes — ftay thy rapture, 
And nurfe my ltings,'td fing a fecond chapter. 

vol:l cc in 
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. • IN CONTINUATION. 

« 

** /^RANT me an boneft fame, or grant me nonoi'* 

^^ Says Pope (1 don't know where) a little liar; 
Who, if he prais'd a man, 'twas in a tone 

rTbat noade hk pralfe like btinches of fweetbriar^ 
Whicht whik a pleafing fragrance it be&>w% 
Pops out a pretty pnckle.on tyour uofe. 

V^trcfime folks to exclsum, who iill a throne, 

** Gram me -m h«iBeft £une, ^r grant me none^*' 
Such Princes were upon theferlornliope : 

Soon, very foon, to reputation «baii. 
Their idle LAureats, faith, might iliut up ihop^ 

And bid their lofty genius go to bed. 

Mufe^ this is all well fald ; but, not t' offend y^ 

I beg you wiU not cultivate digreilion— 
Plead not the poet's quidUhet ^udendi ; 

For furely there are Kmiis to th' expreffion : 
Then ceafe to wanton thus in epifode, 
And tefl the world of Miiler Waiiton's Ode. 

The modfim poet, LaufcatTnoMAs, fays, 

To Botany's grand ifland tunes^is Jays, 
lix'd for the fwains and damfels of St. Giles, 

Whole knowledge in the koaurp^cus art 

Bids them from Britain fomewhat fudden ftart, 
To teach to fautbem climes their jDiiiiifterial.wiles^ 

Improve the wifdom of .the commosweal. 
And teach the fimple natives Jiow to ileal : 
The f»cUo<nc fciences, & dark, explain ; 
Aod to ingenious murder j^n^each brain« 

Qiioth Tom agaia^^tbe modern poet fings 
Of fweet, go<3-natur?d, anofFenuve Kings^ 
Wiu>, by ;i miracle^ ^efcap'd with life-— 
££:ap'd.adamfi:l'sj»aft tremendous iuiife; ' 

AkjMfe 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



omt vtav 0D». *9* 

A knife that had been taught, by toil arid a)rt. 
To pierce the bowcU of a pye or tart^ 

Thu% having giv'n a futtdifplay 

Of what our Laurcat fays, or meant to lay i 
I'll beg of Thomas to mftru6t my cars^ 

Why, inhisverfes, he fljould>call 
The knights who grac'd the high-arch'd HaU^ 
A fet of bears B* 

Why the bold &el-clarf knights of dd'or dayr 

Are not entitled to a little praife, 
Who for God's caufe didpalace, houfe^ and hmtfelh 

As well as Monarchs of the prefent date, 

Whofe dear rfeUgion, of which poets prate, 
Might lodge,^ without much fquee^ihg, in a^nutfliellf i 

<* What Kbg hath finalf religion V^ thou rcplieft. -,, 

«* If G...,. the Th...' thou meaneft-^bard, thou lieft.? 

Hold, Thomas«— not fo, iiirious : I know things 

Tluit add not to the piety of' .«.^ 

I've feen a K. at chapel, I declare. 

Yawn, gape, laugh, in the middle of a prayV.— ^ 

When inward his fad optics ought to roll^ 
To view the dsirk condition of his foul ; 
CatQh up an opera-glafs, with curious eye. 
Forgetting God, fome if ranger -s phiz to fpy,. 
As though dcfirous to obferve, if Heav'n 
Had ChriftiaLn features to the vifage giv'n ; 
Then turn (for kind communication, keen) 
And teH fome new-found wanders to the Q^ieem 

Thus have thefe eyes beheld a> cock fo flately, 
(Indeed thefe lyric eves beheld one lately) 

Laboring. upon a dunghiii with each knuckle; 
When, after many a peck, and fcratch, and fcrubf 
This hunter did unkennel a poor grub, 

On which the fellow did fo ilrut and chuckle \ 

♦ Vidi the i»w4 Savagff io the Laureat's Ode for the new year. 

Cc 2 He 
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He peck'd and (quinted— peck'd and fcenn'd s^n, 
Hallooing luflily to Madam Hen ; 
To whom, with airs of triumph, he look'd round. 
And told what noble treafiire he had found. 

•* Ah! Peter, Peter," Laiireat Thomas cries, 
♦* Thou haft no fear of Kings before thy eyes \ 
•* Great — ^Uttle^-^^U with thee arc equal jokes, 
•* And mighty Monarchs merely cotamcn folks. ' 
•* Ah ! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know—*' 
Know w/rat f •* That Monarchs are not merely ^*«;/ 
** Souh they poffefs, and on a glorious fcalc.** 
To this. I aniwer, Thomas, with a tiak. 

A Buke of BurgtHidy (Z know not wki^y 
Thias, oh a Gertaiif time, addre&*dupMbf-r 

** Vm n^uch afrai4 of that fame fcnbbling itch* 
•* youVe wit — but pray be cautious how you ftww %i 
" Sty nothing in vour rhymes about a King: 
" If praife, *tis lies'— if blam^ a dangerous tfaiog.^ 
That is, the Duke belier'd the King, uncivfl, 
Might kick the faucy poet to the devil. 

T. W. 

Feter^ there's odds 'twixt flaring and {lark tnad-*^ 

P. P. 

Wlio dares deny it ?— So there i8> egad I . 

T.W, 

Thou thiak'ft no PrlTtce of cooamoa fcafe pfiflfjft-i^ 

P.P- 

Thomas, thou art mi^ken, I pmteft, ' 

On Staniilaus the Mufe could pour her flraiii^ 

Who,, dyings &nk a San upon Lcrmines 
Too like the parted Sun, w3[th glory crownVt— 
He fiird with bluifaes deep fli'> horilbn round* 
Frederick the Great, who died the other daj* ^ 

Had for himfelf, indeed, a deal to fay : 



We 
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Wt muft ndt touch upon that King's Mief-^ 
Bccaufe I fear he feldom faid his pray'rs; 

Nor dare we. fay the Hero was no thief, 
Becaufe he plundered eWry body's waces^ 

l*ni told the Emperor is vaftly wifis— 

And hope that Madam Fame hath told no ttes t- 

Yet, in his difpntations with the Dutch, 

The Monarch's oratory was not much : 

Full many a trope from Bayonet and drum 

He threaten'd-«»but, behold! 'twas^ll a hum*- • 

Wife are our gracious Q:; ^%fuperh relations,. 

The pride and envy of the German nations ; 
People of iafhjon, worfhip, wealth, and flate — » 
Lo ! what demand for them, in heav'n,. of late !' 

Lo ! with his knapfack, ev'n juft no^ depaffed,- 
A» fine a foldier, faith, as ever ftarted-r- 
Whom Death did almoll dread to lay >}// claims on*^ . 
Old Captain what's his name ?-;--Saxehilberghaufen :*' 
For whom (with zeal, fox folks ^ w^Jkip^ burning) 
We once again are blacken'd up by mourning ; 
To IIk>w by glove, cloth, ribband, crape, and fan^ 
A peck of trouble for th' old gentleman,* 

Ah me ! what dozens, dozens, dozens, 

Our Qj— hath got of uncles, aunts, and coufin*? 
Egad, if thus thofe folks continue dying,. 

Each Briton, doom'd to difmal black,, 

Muft always bear a hearfe-like back, 
And, like Heraclitus, bealWays crying.^ 

Great is the northern Emprefs, I confefst' ' 
Much, in her humour, like our good Queen Beli'j 

•^reat Uncle ta our moft gracious Q^. He died in the £iDperc|r>' 

•C'c 5^ VPlio^ 
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Who keeps her fiur onipt dames from geCrifig dnmk :^ 

And alfo temperate herfelf, folks fay, 

She fcarcely drinks a dozen drams a day ; 
And, in love matters j ii a Que^n ef/punk^ 

Yet like I not fuch woman for wife?— 

Such hflsroiaoB, in ai matrimonial ftrife, 
Might hammer ^om one's tender head W</ note^ : 

I own my delicacy is fo great, 

I cannot in diCpute, with rapture, meet 
Women wl^lop^ like men in petticg^its* 

Oft in a learn 'd diipute upon a cap, 

By way of anjkver one might have &JIafi-r^ 
y*rliaps on a fimple petticoat or ^own — 

Nay 1 poflSibly on Madaip's being i^V / 
And really I would rather l)e knock'd down 

By weight of argument, than weight of fifl. 

I like not dames whofe converfation runs 

On battles, fieges, mortars, and great guns : 
The jniider Beauties win my foften'd foul, 

Wlio look for faihions with defiring eyes : 
Pleased wl)cn on tetes the converfations roD, 

Cork rumps, and merry -thoughts, and lovers' flghs. 

Love ! when I marry, give me not an ox— 
I hate a woman like a fentry-box ; 
Nor cqn I deenxthat d^me a chanping creature, 
Whofe hard face holds an oatk in ev'ry feature. 

In woman, angel fweetriefs let me fee : 

No galloping horfe-godmothers for me. 

I own 1 cannot brook fuch manly Relics 

As Mademoifelle d'Eons, and Hannah Snails: 

Yet, men there are (liow flrange are Love's decrees !) 

Whofe palates e'en Jack-Gentlewomen pleafe. 

* At an Aflcmbly at Pctcrlbirgh, fomc years finct, which w^lho^ 
noured with the prefence of the limprefs^ one of the rules was, that no 
ladj ihould come d unk into the room* 

How 
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How diff 'rent, Cynthia, from thy form fo iair, 
That triumphs in a lovc-infpiring air ; ... 

Superior beaming ev*n where thourands fiiine—- 
Thy form !— where all thc^ tender graces play, 
And, blulhing, feem in ev'ry fniile to fay, 

** Behold we boail an origin <Rvine !*' 

See too the Queen of France— a gem, I ween ! 

With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
Blifs to het King, and luHre to her rac€. 

Though Venus gave Of beauty half her (lore, 

And all the Graces bid a world adore-— 
HeE (malleft beauties are the charms oi/ace^ 

T.W. 

Heav'ns ! why abroad for virtues muft you roam ? 

P. P- 

3ecaufe I cannot find them, Tom, at home. 

I beg your pardon— 'yesr— the Prince of Wales 
( Whofe a^lfon^ fmile contempt on Scandsd's tales) 

Ranks in the Mufe's favour high. 

I w\{\^/omefolks^ that 1 could name witheafe, 

Blefl with his head — his heart-^^/j powers to pleafc— • 

Then Pity's foul would ccafc from many a ligh : 

The crouching courtiers, that furround a throne, 
And learn to fpeak and grin from tm< alone, 

Who watch, like dancing dogs, their mafler's nod- 
Are ready now, if horfewlnpp*d from their places, 
At ;Carlt;on Houfe to fhew their fupple faces, 

And call the Prince they vilify, a God. 

^ T.W. 

Think'ft thou not Caefar doth the arts pofTefs ? 

P.^P. 
Arts jin abundance !— 'Yes, Tom— yes, ToM^-yesJ 

i T.W. 
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T. W. 

Think'ft thdu not Cafar would each joy fcrcgo^ 
To make his children happy f 

No, Tom — nr*. 

T.W. 

What ! not cne bag, to bfefs a child; bcftow ?— 

P.P- 

Heav'n help thy folly ! — no, Tom— no, Tom — ^no! 

The fordid fouls that Avarice cnflaves, 

Would gladly gra^fp their guineas in their graves i 

Like that old Greek — ^a miferable cmv 

Who made himfelf hSs own executor. 

A cat is with her kittens much delighted ;• 
She licks fo lovingly their mouths and chins : 

At ev'ry danger, lord ! how pufs is frighted ! 

She cmls her back, and fwells her tail, and grin%. 

Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs 

Who fmell too curious to her children's furs.. 

This happens wbilfi her cats^arc^wff ind^i 

But when grotim up^ alas J how chang*d their hick t 

No more fhe plays at bo-peep with her breed. 
Lies down, and^ mewing, bids them come and fuck* 

No more (he fports and pats them, frifks and purs : 
Plays with their twinkling tails, and IJcks their fuft «? 
But when thev beg her bleding and embraces^. 
Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their faces*- 

Nay, after making the poor lambkins fiy,» 
She' watches the dear babes with fauinting eye^ 
And if fhe fpies them with a bit or meat. 
Sprites on their property, and ildals their treat* 

5 N# 
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No more a tender love ihc fcems to fed ; - 
The dev'l for uer may cat 'cm at a nieal— 
With all HER foul ; the jade, fo wondrous fayingi ^ 
Cries^ ♦* Off ! you now are at your own beard-fliaving^'^ 

So— to fome K..»s this evil doth belong ;— » 
Th' intelligence is good, 1 make no doubt ; 

Who feem to like their offspring when they're yotthgi 
But k>fe that fond afFedtion when they're liout} 

Tar off theyfend them — nor a fixpence give : 

I wonder^ Thomas, where fucii M hs live ! 

Should fuch a M h, Thomas, crofs thy way^ 

And for thy datt'ry offer butts of fack \ 

Say plainly that he would diigrace thy lay ) 
And| turning on him thy portic b!ick| 

Bid, like a porcupine, thine anger btifllei 

Nor damn thy precious foul, to wet thy whiftltt 



CONCLUSION. 



THINK not, fncnd Tom, I envv thee thy rhymi^ 
By numbers, I afCire thee, deem*d fublime ; 

Or that thy Laureates place my fpleen provokes : 
The King (good man f ) and I fhould never quarrel 
E'en though his royal wifdoni gave the lairel 

To Mifter Tom-a-Stiles, or JoHir«A-NoK]^a« 

Old-failliionM, as if tutwM in the srk, 
I never ligh'd for Glory's high degreeai 

This very inftant fhould our Grand Monarfue 
Say, " Peter, be my Laureat, if you pleafc:** 

•* No, pleafe your Majcfty,*^ fhould be my anfwefp. 

** With fweetefl diffidence and mo deft grace ; 
•* The office fuits a more ingenious man. Sir; 

** In God's name, therefore, let him have the-place ; 
♦*. Unlike the poets, 'tis my vafl affliction 
** To be a miferable hand ^tfidum^ 
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•* Bat, Sir, Tit find fome lyric Undcrtdcttv 

•♦ Actoftic, rcbitJi, or coiiundnfm maker^ 

•* Who oft hath rode on ?ep£as fo fiery, 

*^ And won the fwecpfbkes in the Ladt'^ Diary | 

^ Such| Sike, in poctiry (hall hitch your name^ 

•♦ And do/mffttt^t jujiiti to your m^t^^ 



AN 
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AH 

APaLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT 

TO » ' 

ODE UPON ODE. 



Principibus placuiflc viris npn ultima bos eft. Horat. 

The Baud whofe vcrfe can charm the iEsT ov KiliGt« 

Pcrformeth w^ txtraorSnary things ! 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

PsTSR nobly acknowledgeth error, fufpefleth an later* 
fering Devil, and fuppTicateth his Reader — Heboafleth^ 
wittily parbdieth, and moft learnedly quoteth a Latin 
Podt— He fteweth much afFeCtioii for Kings, illuflrating 
it by a beautiful fimile — Peter again waxeth witty 
*^Refoliition declared for rhyme in confequence of en* 
couragement from our two Universities — Peter 
wickedly accufed of King •roaftfnff ; pefuteih 4he male- 
volent charge by a moft apt iihiftration— Peter criti* 
cifeth the blunders of the ftars— Peter replieth to the 
charges brought againft him Jiy' the World— ne difplayeth 
i;reat Bible knowledge, and maketh a fhrewd obfervation 
on Kino David, Uriah, and the Sheep, fuch as no 
Commentator ever made before- ^-FETer chi^lengeth 
Courtier^ to eqti«£t liis intrepidity, -itnd proveth his fupe'. 
riority of courage by giving a delegable tale of Dump* 
LiNcs— -Peter aniwereth the unbelief of a vociferous 
World —Declareth/o/w 'Oirihus love for Kinos—Petbr 

feepcth into futurity, and t^Beth the fortune of the 
RiNCE OF Wales— -He defcanteth on the high pro. 
vince of ancient Poets, and difplaveth clallical erudition 
—Peter holdeih conference witn a Quaker— -Pet* r, 
as ufual, turneth rank £^o//^— He telleth flrange news 
relatiqg.to Majesty andPErpsRARPEN— 'Peter apo- 
logifeth for impudence, by a tale of a French King-— 
Peter, imitating Ovio, who was tranti>orted' for his 
impudent Ballads, talketh to his Ode— -Suggefteth a 
royal anfwer to Odes and Ode-faftors-— Happily fc- ' 
]e6teth a ftory of King Canute, illuftrating the dan|per 
of (topping the moutns of Poets with halters, &c. in* 
iiead of meat— Peter conclu^^th with a wife bb« 
fovation. 

AN 
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AN 

J^POLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT 

ODE UPON ODE. 



X^EAOER^ Ifolemnlyproteft 
**- I thought Ihat I h^d worked tip all frtjr thft» ! 
'What flupid demon hath my brain poitefs'd ? 
I prithee,'' pardon itie tins time* 

Afford thy patience thrcragh more Ode; 
"'TIS not a vaft extent of road : 

Together let us gaUq) then along: 
Moft nimbly fliall old Pe^us, my hack, ffir,, 

To drop the image-^pnthee hear my fong. 
Some * morff lajt wrds of Mu Baxter,* 

A wondrous faY'rite with the tuneful throngs 
Sublimely great are Peter's powers df fong^ 
His nerve of fatire, t6o^ fo^ery tough. 
Strong without weftknefs, without foftnefs rough. 

What HoR At:E faid of ftreams in cafy lay, 
'The marv'ling World ©f Peter *s tdngue may fiy } 
Jf is tongue, fo copious in a flUx of metre, 
" Labitur et labetur !" 



VoL,L ' Cd ODE 
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iO'X arOLOGETfC POgTSC&I^r 



O D E. 



"^X^ORLD ! flop thy mouth — I am refolv*d to rhyme-* 
^^ I cannot thrpw' away a vein fttblime^) 
If I ma^ take the libertjrto'bi^g ; ' * 
I cannot, like the fellow in the Bible, 
Venting' upon his mafter a rank libel. 

Conceal my talent hi a ;^f> " 
Kings muil continue ftill to be my theme— 
Eternally of Kings ^ dream. 

At Beggars ev'ry ni^t, we nnift fuppofe,' ; * 

Dream of their vermin, m tfoeirbeds ; * . • * 

Becaufe, as ev'ry body fcno^'8, .1 

Such t/iings are always running in. their heads. . ^ 

Befides — were I to write of cfnHmon folks, 
K'o foul would buytmy rhymes fo fti^inge, and^ jokes: 
Then what.becoAies of mutton, beef, and pork? 
How would. my mafticatihg m\ifcles work? 

Indeed, I dare not fav they would be idle ; 

But, like my Pegalus'e chaps,' io ftoiit. 
Who plays. and wantons' with his bridle, 

And nobly fliftgs the foam about. - 

f o mine would work—" On what ?" niy reader cries, 
With a ftretch'd pair of iniTjeReving eyes- 
Heaven help thy moft unpenetrating wit ! 
On a hard morfel — Hu v g e r 's iron bit. 



By all the rhyming goddefles and gods 
I will---I ;wr^/, perf2lin Odesj 



And 
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And not a pow'r on earth ihall hinder : 
liiear both * Univerfities exclaim, 
^ Peter, it is a glorious road to feme; 

** Euge Poeta magnt — well faid, PiNDiLR L*^ 

Yet fome ap,proach with apoflolic iace, 

And cry, " Peter, what a want of grace* 

*' Thus in thy rhyme to roaft a KiHg I*' 
Iroaft a King ! by lieav'ns 'tis not a fe£t— 
I fcorn (uch wicked and difloyal a(^ : 

Who dares aflicrt it, fays a (landVous thing- 
Hear what I have to fay of Kings : 
If, unfublime, they deal in childifli things, 

And yield hot, of reform, a ray of hope; 
Each mighty Monarch ftrait appears to mt 
A roafter of himfelf^^Feh de/e ; 

I only a£t as Cook, and difi Mm up. 

Reader ! another fimile as , rare : 

My verfes form a fort of bill of fare, 

Informing giiefts what kind of flefh and fiflt- 

R to be j^uiid wfthin each difh j 

That eating. people may not be miftaken,- 

And take, for ortolan, a lump of bacons 

Whenever I have heard of Kings 

Who place in goflipings^ and news, their pridc^ 
And knowing femily concerns — mean things ! 

Very judicioufly, indeed, IVe cry'd, 

" I wonder ^ v 

**- How their blind ftars could make fo grofs. a blunder !'* 

** Inftead of fitting on a throne 

" In purple rich— of ftate fo ftill, 
** They fliould -have had an apron on, 

* The violence of the Univerfities. on this occafion may probably 
arife from the contempt thrown on them by his Majefty's fending the 
Royal Children t© Gottingen for education ; but have not their Ma- 
jcftics amply made it up to Oxford, by a vifit to that celebrated fcmi- 
xugy ? and is not Cambridge to receive the fan^e honours ? ' 

Dd 2 , "And, 
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$o4 APOLa©«Ttc rosT(eitB?T 

« And, feated pn a thrte-kgg'd ftool, 
** Commanded, of dead haic, the fprigs 
" To do their duty upon wigs. 

** By fuch miilakes, is Nature often foiPd: 
" Such improprieties fhould never fpring—- 

** Thus a fin^ chattering,^^r^jfrraay be fpoiPrf,^ 
" To make a moft indifferent King.*^ 

** Sir, Sir, (I hear the world exclaim) 
*' At too high game you impudently aim. 
*' How dare you, with your jokes and gibes, 
*' Tread, like a horfe, on kingly kibes?" 

Fold's who can't fee their errors, can't reform : 
No plainer axiom ever came from man ; 

And 'tis a Chriftian's duty, in 4i llorrci. 
To fave his finking neighbour, if he can; 

Thus /to Kings my Ode of Wifdom pen, 
-Becaufe your Kings have fouls Mkt common men. 

The Bible warrants me to fpcak the truth ; 

Nor mealy -mouth'd my tongue in fileute keep : 
Bid not good Nathan tell that buckifli youth, 

David the King, that; lie ftoie fh^e^p?- ' 

Stole poor ]Jhiah's little fav'rite Iamb — 
An ewe itxlianc'd to be, and not a ram j 
For had it been a ram, the royal glut^op 
Had never meddled with Wriah's mutton^ 

What, modern Courtier, pray, hath got the fece- 

To fay to Majefly, " O King ! 
*' Ax. fuck a time, in fuck a pl^ce, 

'" You did a very fboiifh thing ?" 
What Courtier, not a foe to his own glo^y, 
Would publifh of his King this fimplc floFy ? 
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• TO ODE UPON eDBt JOJ 

The apple DUMPLINGS akd a KING, 



ONCE on a time, a Monarch, tir'dwkh hooping,;. 
Whipping and fpurring, 
Happy in worrying 
A poor, defencelefs, harmlefs buck, 
(The horfe and rider wet as muck,) 
Fifem his high confequencc and wifdom flooping, » 
Entet'dy. through curiofity a cot. 
Where fat a poor old woman and her pot,. 

The wrinkled, blcar-ey'd, good, old Granny,, 
In this fame cot, illurain'd by many a cranny, 

Had finifh'd apple dumplings for her pot : 
In tempting row the nakSi dumplings lay, 
Wlien, loT the Monarch, in his ufual way. 

Like lightning fpoke, ** What's this ^ what's this ? what? .' 
what?" 

Then taking up a dumpling iii hishand,^ 
His eyes with admiration did expand ; 

And oft did Majefty the dumpling grapple : * 
"• *Tis monftrous, monftrous hard indeed," he cry'd : 
** What makes it, pray, fo hard? "—The Dame reply'd," 

Low curtfcying, " Pleafe your M^jefty, the apple." 

*♦ Very aftonifhing indeed fr-ftrange thing !" • 

(Turning the dumpling round, rejoin'd the King.) • 
" Tis mod extraordinary then, all this is — 
" It beaft *Pinetti's conjuring aU to pieces—- 

**• Strange I (hould neyer of a dumpling dream ! 

** But, Goody, tell me where, where, w here's the feam }^ 

^ Forpierly a great £ivouri«e at Courw 

Dd> •* Siy 
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** Sir, there's no feam (quoth Ihe) ; I never knew 
•* That folks did apple dumplings JewJ* 
** No] (cry'd the ffering MbBaSdi wdth a grin>. 
•' How, how the devil got the apple in ?"• 

On which the Dame the curious fcheme revealed 
By which the apple l^y fo fly conceal'd. 

Which made the Solornon of Britain ftart : 
Who to the Palace with full fyeed repair'-d. 
And Queen, and Pr^ncefles fo beauteous, fcar'd. 

All -with the wonders of the DumpHng art I- ' 

There di^ be iahour one whole week, to BuoiW' 
Thewifdom of an Apj^le-jDu^bling Mai;sk^ 

And, lo ! fo deep w^ Majdly in dDugis; 

The Palace feem'd the lodging of a Baker. 

' ' lii f t P iJ"J ! I» .^ . , 

READER, t^u iik^fl wi; my tai?r l9qfe'il 4/»-j .• 
Thou art a Coyri^^r — roarefl:, " Lies, lies, lies l'^ 
Do, for a mpm^nt, fl;9p thy ^ries— 

I tell thee, roaring i^^fidel, 'tis true. 

Why fliould it not be tru^ ?-!— The greauji^ mm ' . 

May afk a foolifh queftion now and then— ^ 

1 his is the language of all ages. 
Folly lays 'many a trap — we'ean't efcape it,' 
Nemo (fays fome one) omnibus hor is fapit: 
Then why not Kings^. like me and othe^- fage§ ? 

Far from defpifing Kings, I like the breed, 

Provided King-like they behave : 
Kings are an inftrument we need, 

Juft as we razors want — ^to fli^ve ; 
To l^eep the State's face fmooth — give it an air- 
Like nvy Lord North's, io jolly, round, and fkir. 

My feiife of Kings though freely I impart— 
1 hate not loyalty^, Heav'u knows npy heart. 

^ Princes 
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Princes zniSmiiP^ I UA^9 ! ^ If^al^^ 

Great Geoh^'s ckild|«a %rf. iQjr gxe^J^ 4elig{i|^^ 

The fweet Au^ufb, and fweet FrinceS Royal, 
Obfc^ft nff yjv^bx day, a|id pt^n i^l^vl^t 

Yes ! I like Kings— t^^d oft Iqic^ ^e)^ iijiith pQJ^ 

Upon the Edwaged^, |iafi5r'«,9f c^ ifl^rrr. : . » . 

Great fouls ! in virtue as in valour try'd^ 

Whofe actions bi(ith^ cho^ Qf Bntpn^ ^9Pif^ ' ^ 

Mufel }^^s9ifp./i>KWff€4 Wk> • 

AndtateA.p«?piii^U> ?^> bfffffe 

Behold !. ^. i^pjate w^m. 4«i«^M-rv«r f^wUfftf 

I hear the mingjeipfiai^ of piUip^J^.i?^* 
. I fee Uiprais/4 tt?, WeaM'n^ tfaeijr'%i;4^i?uLej{«s». ^ 

That f9r' th W- J^ojuMfghi shOu a l^g^l^ 9f d^* . 

Bright in tho bgyigittj^ annals of son<»nDf 
Beboldiair Fame his youthful tenlples crown 

With laurels of w^Mvfyg b^oono y. 
Behold Dominion fweU ben^^alh hjbCQKQi 
And G£Nj[.v3) lifing fron>.. 9 dark d^jp^ir^ . » 

His long.extjl»guifti»U%e{*.i;flH»>ft 

Such are the Kings th^ fuit my tafljSj; L ow^^; * . 

Not thoJe^f([^^ all thg liitlenejfes join; 
Whofe fouls fhouid. iftart to find thoif, lot a //5y;<vif, 

And blulh,.tO Aip>v their uofes on. a coi^v 

Reader, for fear of wicked applications, ' 
Tnow allude to Kings oi foreign Nations. 

Poets (fo u«impeachM tradirioti fays) 

Thefole hiftorians'weie of jncicnt dayj, 
Who help^ their heroes Fame's high hill t(^ clamber; , 

Penning their glorious aclj» in langpage llrong, 

And thus preferving, by immortal '^owg^ 
Their precious names amidA ti>cir tuiieiul amber. 

What 
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What am / doing? Lord ! the very fame— ^ 
FrefHrviag many a deed defervmg Fame^ 

Which thatold-tean, d^ouring fhark, called Tims, 

Would, withput ceremony, eat ; 

In my opinion, for too rich a treats 
I therefore merit ^<i/i/w for my rhyme,.. 

•• All thi* h laudable (a <liiaker cries)! 

** But let grave Wisdom, Friend, thy vcrfes rule j 
•* Put out thine iRoilnr'* two f<:iuinting eyes— 

** Defpife thy grhifting^monkey, Ribioulb*'*^ 

What! ilighf my -(^)Ortive monkey. Ridicule^ 

Who a6ts like birch on boys at fehool, 
Negle6^ing leflbns — truant^ p'rhaps, »whole weeks f ' 

My RiDioux.!^, with humour fraught^ and wit^ 

Is that fatiric friend, a gouty fit. 
Which bites men inta heafth and rofy cheeks i 

Amoral Mercury that clcanfeth fouls 

Of ills that with them play the devil ; 
tike Mercury that much the pow'r control ~ 

Of prefents gun'd from ladies over civiL 

Reader, I'll brag a little, if you pleafe : 
The ancientsi dki fo, therefore why not /^ ^ 

Lo ! for., my good advice I afk iio fees,- 
Whilfl other Doctors let their patients die; 

That is, fuch patients as can't pay for cure — 

A very felfifh,^ wicked thing, I*m fure. 

N^w though I'm inul phyfician to the King^ 
I never begg'd of him. the faialieft thing 

.Foe all' the threiliing of my virtuous brains;- 
N^y, were I my poor pocket's ftate t' impart. 
So well Iknow my Royal Patient's heart,. 

He would, not igive me tw-fence for my pains*- 

But 
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But bark ! folk^ fay the King ia very mad t 
The news, if true, indeed, WBpe very fad. 

And far too ferious an affair ta mock it ; 
Yet how can this agree with what IVe heard. 
That fo much by him are my lines rercf'd— ' * . 

He goes a huutiag with them in his pocket? 

And when fir<gim w^^>yhich often is the cafef 

(In bacon hunting, or of bucksktheirafie) . j 

My verfe fij oauch his Majefty bewitches, 
That out he pulls my honoured Odes, 
And reads them on the turnpike k»i^»^ 

Now under trees and hedges-^npv ia ditches* 

Hark ! with altonifhment, a fcHancf I bdar^ 

That (bnkes tremendous on my ear ; 

It fays. Great Arden, commonly calPd Pef^er» 

Of mighty George's thuoderbolts the keeper, 

Juft like p{ Jupiter the femous eagle^ . ] ' 

Is order'd out tQhunt me like a beii^gle*^ 

But, eagle Pepper give my love 

Unto thy lofty Mafter^ Mifler Joyjb, 
And aik how^k oiti ftjujire with lM»ri»li|^iy 

To hid thee, vithout mercy, fell OO, 

Withuh^ fliort ftiirdy beak, and iron talpiv 
A pretty, little,, harmlefs, cooing pi(eQa^ 

By he^v'nSi I difbelieve Ae fa£l— 
A Monarch cannot fo uawifely a(^ ! 

Suppofe that Kings, fo rich, ve always mumping^ 
Prayine and preffing Minifters for money ; 

Bidding them on our hive (ppor bees!) be thu^pijpg,. v 
Trying to Ihake oUt all our honey. 

> 

A thing that oft 1^ h2^ppep'di|k our.iij? !^^ 

Pray, lhan*t we be allow'd to fniilef 

To cut a joke, or ^igr^p^>q9ntrive^ 

By way of folace' for ouf pAnmJ^'^ bive. ^ 

•'-' ' • -^ • 'ARftig:- 
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A King of France, (I've loft the Monarch's nani^ 
Had, avaricious^ got himfelf bad fame. 

By moft 11 nmanner ly and thievifh phi n ges 
Into his fubje6ts purfes— 
A iiee/> manceuvrt that obtained their curfes, 

Becaufe it t2;eated gehtiefolks like fpunges. 

To fliow h^wmuch they rcliih'd not fiich fqiieezing^ 
Such goods and chattel-feizing, 

They publillv'd libels to di^lay their hatse ; 
To comfort, in fome fort, their fouls, 
For fuch a number of large holes, 

Eat by tihsB Royal Rat in each eftate. 

The Premier <op*d his gullet like a (hark, 

To hear fuch fatires on the Grand Monarquf^ 

And roar^^d — ** Meffieurs, you foon fliall h(\ 
^ My criticifm lipon your ballads, ' 

** Not to your tafte fo fweet a§ frogs slnd fallads ; , 
• ** A ftridure critical, yclep'd Bastilb." 

But firft he told the tidings- to the King ; ; 

Then fArore par Ditu that he would quickly bring 
Unto the grinding- ftone their nofes<down— ' 

No, not a foul of Jem fliould ever thrive ; 

He'd flayth^m, like St. Barthoitombw, alive- 
Villains J for danng to infult' the Crown., 

The Monarch heard- Moniieurle Pr em r^E r out^ 
And, fmilingon his loyalty fo (lout, ' 

Reply'd " Monfieur le Premier^ you are wrong ; 
" Don't of' the pleasure let theni be debarr'd ; 
** You know how we have fcrv'd 'em — faith ! 'tis hard 

*' OChey ihould not for their money have a fing*^* 

Ovid, fweet ftory-teller of old times, 

(Unluckilynranfported for his rhymfes,) 
Addrefs'd his book before he bade it walk ; 

Therefore, my Wprfliip, and my Ode,^ 

In imitation of- fuch d^c modei 
MajTy. like two Indian nationsy have a talk.. 

« Dear 
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** DmrOde! wHofeverfe the true fublimeifibrds, 
^* Go,- vifit Kings, Queens, Parafites, and Lords^ 
^* And if thy modeft beauties they adore, 
«* Inform them they fhall fpcedily have more,'* 

But poffibly a mighty King may fay, 
** Ode ! Ode ! — What^ what? I hate your rhyme 
** hdffangwng; ' ^ : ' 

" I'd rather hear a jackafs bray i ' 

•* I never knew a poet worth the hanging. 

** I hate, abhor them — ^but V\\ clip their wings ; 
-** I'll teach the feucy knaves to laugh at Kangp : ' ' " * 
^*.Yes, yes, the rhyming rogues, their fongs ihalLrue^.; 
^^ A nij^ed}) Wd'&c'd, ^baUkd-fingingtctew.. I It. 
** Yes, yes, the^poetjsflUllmy pow*r cpnfeifi; ... . T 
^« I'll maul thjit /pawning devil call'd the Piefs.'*/ » 

If furious thus exclaim the King of glory, 
Tell him, O gentle Muse, this pithy ftory; . 



KIN'G CANUTE and HIS NOBf-PS. \^ 

• '- A TA'LE. ' ' •' ^ ' "" 

••;.w : . : '>- • ^'f> ' ' ' I '* 

CANUTE wasbyhifi nobles taught to fee<J3f^: •.. •' 

That, l5y a kind of royal necromancy, " 

He had the po.w'r ; Oxp Qt^^^if, tP, CQnlvo^kl : '* 
Down Vufii'd the Royal Dane upon the ftrand, 

And iiTued, like a Solomon, conuwnd-r .. '. ^' 

. Poor IpplI , : , I .: > • I *' 

^ Go^back, ye' waves, you bhift'riijigrAgiies,'^. cpioth he, 
••* Touch riot your Lord and Mafter, Se\; 

". For by my pow'r almighty, if you do"— 
Then ftaring vengeance, out he held a ftick, 
Vowing to drive Old Ocean to Ojld NicK| 

Should he ^'en wet the J^cbet of bis^ Ihw?. . . : . 

-. Old 
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Old Sea retirVi-^tb6 Monarch Beret ru(kVl on^ 
And loofc'd as if he'd drive him from the iaiid ; 

But Sea not caring to be put upoA| 

Made lor a moment a bold ftand : - * ' 

Not onlv make a fiOnJ did Mi9T£& OceaV^ 
Sut to kis.lioBeft waves he made a motioti^ 

And bad them give the King a hearty tri^Mtiitig : 
The orders feem'd a deal the waves to tickle; 
For foon they puthis Majefty m pidde^ > 

And fetliis Royalties, like geefc, a fwimming. ; 

All hands aMt^ Wilih onetterhendous roar^ 
B^fsfti did tb€7 make him Wifii himfelf on Chore ; 

His head and «ars iyk^I haiidfomefy the^ dous'd i 
Tuft like a f>or{luv widi one generdlh6i^^ 
The waVe^ §o tiraibkd th« podr Kikig nbo^t^^ 

No Anabaptift e'er was half fo foua'd. 

At length to land ti6crawri"d, a hatf-drowti'd thing, 
Indeed ipore like a crab than like a King, 

And found his Coiirfiers making rueiSl faces. 
But what iaid Canute to the Lords and Gentry^ 
Who hailed him fr(&nj the water, on his entry, 

All trembling for their lives or places ? 

•* My Lords and Gentlemen, l^ your advice, 
*« IVe hod #kh Mister Sea a pretty buftie; 

" My treatment from my foe not over nicci 
** Juft «Tadt a jeft for cv'ry fhrinfip ^d. mufcte : 
■( 

•* A pretty trick^fer ortfe of my domf nion !— 

•* My Lords, I thank you for jrour great opinion. 

*' You'll tell me, pVhaps^ I've only loft o»< gsuaitf 
»'** And1>id nie try another— for the rubber : 

** Permit me to inform you all, with Ihamc^ 
" That you're a fet of knaves, and I'm a lubber*'* 

Such is the ftory, my dear Ode, 
Which tUou 4i4lt bear^^a fecred loai?' 
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Yet, much I fear, *twill be of no great ufc : 
Kings are in general obftinate as mules ; 
Thoft who furround them moftly rogues and fools, . 

And^ therefore can no benefit produce. 

Yet ftories, fentences, and golden rules, 
Undoubtedly were made for rogues and fools t 

But this unluckily the fimple ^£b is $ 
Thofe rogues and fools do rtothing but aJmfre^ 
And, all fo dev'lilh modeft, don't defire 

The glory of reducing them to fraHicu 



Voi.I. Ec ' tMaT&vc« 
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INSTRUCTIONS 

TO A 

CELEBRATED L JUKE AT y 
THE PROGRJESS OF CURIOSITYj 

ALIAS 

J BIRTH^DAr aDE; 

ALIAS 

MR. WHITBREAD^s BREWHOUSB. 



Sie tranfit gloria mu/i/i!/— »-Old sun-Diai^s. 

FVom Houfe oi Buckingham, in grand parade^ 
T* Whitbread's Sffwhoufif mov'd the Cavalca^r^ 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Fetir's foyalty— He fufpe^eth Mr. Warton of jokinr— ^ 
CompUmenteth the Poet Laureat— Peter differeth in 
opinion from Mr. Warton— -Taketh up the cudgels for 
King. Edward, King Harry V. and Q^een Befs-— F.;aft 
on Bjiackheath and Wimbledon performed by our mo5|«f 
gracious Sovereign— King Charles the Second half 
damned by Peter, -yet prailed for keeping company 
with gentlemen — Fetek pruifeth bhn/e(f-''-pETEK re- 
proved by Mr. Warton— DeAreth Mr. Warton's prayers 
—A line fmiile— -Peter dill fufue^teth the Laureat of 
ironical dealings— » Peter expoftulateth»with Mr. War- 
ton--. Mr ^ Warton replieth---PETER adminiftereth bold 
advice— -Wittily calleth Death and phyficians poachess 
— Praifeth the King for parental tendernefs. --Petrr 
maketh- a natural fimile---PETER furthermore telleth , 
Thomas Warton what to fay— PiTEli giveth a beautifuli 
example^ of Ode^writing.- 



THE CONTENTS' OF THE ODB,- 

Uis Majefty's love for the arts and fciences,^even in quar*^ 
drupeds---His refolution to know the hiftory of brewing! 
beer— Billv Ramus fenrambafladof.to Chifwdl-ftreet^— 
Interview oetween MelTi Ramus and Whitbread-- -Mf. 
Whitbread's bow,, and compliments to Majefty— -Mr. 
Ramus's return from hi^ embaffy— -Mr. "WlutbreadV 
terrors defcribed to Miijefty by Mr. Ramus— The King's > 
pleafure thereat — -Dercription* of people of worfhip---- 
Account of the Whitbread preparation*-- -The royal ca- 
valcade to Chifwell-flreet — The arrival at the- Brew- 
houfe-— Great joy of Mr. Whitbread---His Majefty 'S' 
nod, the Qijeen's dip, and a number of queftJons— -A* 
Weft-India(imile---The marvellings of the draymen de- 
icribed— -His N^ajerty peepeth into a pump— -Beautifully • 
compared to^ a • magpie pee^jing into a marrow -bone— ► 
The m'mute^ curiofity of the King— -Mr. Whkbrcadjen* 
deavoureth to furprife Majefty-- -His Majefty puzzletb 
Mr. Whi thread -— Mr. WhjtDread's horfe- expreffeth 
wonder — Alfo Mr. Whiibread's dog- --- His Majefty* 
makelh-l^aHdable inquiry about Porter— -Again mizzleth 
Mr. Whitb read -—King noteth «o/tfA/f things- --Plfofound 
i|uejlion8 propofed by Majefty— J/ pi^ofoundW- an- 
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fwercd by Mr. Whitbread— Majefty in a miftsflcc — Cor- 
refled by the brewer— A nofe fimile — Majefty's admU. 
ration or the bell— -Good manners of the bell-— Fine 
appearance of Mr. Whitbread's pigs— Majefty propofeth 
auedionSy but benevolently waiteth not for anfw^s— 
Feter tellcth the duty of Kings— Difcoyereth one o£ 
liis (hrewd maxims — Sublime Timile of a water-fpost 
and a King— The great ofe of afkingqueftions— -The 
> l^abitation of Truth— The Collation— -The wonders 
performed by^the Royal vifttors— Majefty propofeth to 
take leave— Offereth knighthood to Mr. Whitbrcad— - 
Mr. Whitbread's obje^^ions — The King runneth a rig' 
©n his hoft— Mr. Whitbread thanketh Majefty — Mifi 
Whitbread curtficth— -The Q^ieen dippeth — ^The Caval- 
cade departeth^ 



Teter triumphetk— Adraonifheth the Laoreat — Petek 
croweth over the Laureat— Difcovereth deep knowledge 
of Kings,' and furgeons^ and men who have loft their 
legs — Peter reafoncth --wVaunteth -- - Even infulteth 
the Laureat— Peter proclaimeth his peaceable difpoft- 
tion — Praifeth Majedy^ and conclude tb with a. prayer 
&>r curims Kings* 



WSTRUC- 
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INSTRUCTIONS, &c. 



npOM, foon as e'er thou ftrik'ft thy golden lyrp, 
-*^ Thy brother Peter's mufe is all on fire, 

To fing of Kings and Queens, and fuch rare kXkz 
Yet, 'midft thy heap of compliments fo fine. 
Say, may me venture to believe a line ? 

You Oxford wit^ moft dearly love a joke. 

Son of the Nine, thou writef! well on nought r 
Thy thund'ring ftanza, and its pompous thought, 

I'think, muft put a dog into a laugh: 
Edward and Harry were much braver men 
Than this new-chriften'd hero of thy pen : 

Ves, laurell'd Odeman, braver rar by half ; 

Though on Blackheath and Wimbledon's wide plain^ 
George keeps his hat off in a fhow'r of rain j 
Sees.fwords and bayonets without a dread, 
.Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head : 

Although at grand reviews he ftems fo blei!, 
And leaves at fix o'clock his downy nieft. 

Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, and bolfter j 
Unlike his ofEoers^ who, fond of cramming. 
And at reviews afraid of third and famine. 

With bread and cheefe and brandy fill their hoiflers. 

Sure, Tom, we fhould do jufHce to Queen Bess: > 

His prefent Majefty, whom Heav'n long blefs 

- + ^Witb 
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With wifdbm, wit, and, arts of choiccft quality,. 

Will never get^ I fear, fo fine a niche 
, As that old queen, though often cali'd old b — ch^ 
In Fame's coloflal houfeof immortality. 

*As for John Dryden*s Cifarles — that Kiiig. 

Indeed was never any mighty thing ; 
He merited few honours from the pen : 

And yet he was a. dev'liih. hearty fellow, 

Enjoy'd' his girl and boKlCy a ndigot mellow,. 
And mind — kept company with Gentlemen: 

For, like fome Kings, in hobby grooms, 

Knights of the manger, curry-combs, and brooms^. 
Lolt to all gloty, Charles did not delight — 

Nor jok'd by day with pages^. fervant maids,. 

Large,, red- poll *d, blowzy, Imrd two4ianded jades : 
Indeed I know not what Charles did by night.. 

Thomas,* I am. of candour a. great lover;. 

In fhort, I'm candour's. felf all over; 
Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe 4. 

Make it a rule that Virtue: fliall be prais'd,.. 

And humble. Merit froni her hum.be rais'd :: 
What tliinkeil thou of Peter 'now ? 

Thou cryeft,. " Oii L how falfe !' behoU thy Kiiigi 
" Of whom thou fcarcely fay'ft a haudfomething ; 
•*■ That King has virtues thai fhould make thee ftkre," 

Is it fo ? — Then the fin's in me^-^ 

'Tis my vile optics that can't fee ; 
Then pray for them,, when next thou, fay 'ft a pray*rv. 

But, p'fhapsy. aloft on his imperial throne,. 
So diftant, O ye Gods ! from ev'ry one> , 
The royal vurtuesare like many a ftar,* 
Erom this our pigmy fyftem rather far ; 

* Such was tbt fublimc opinion o£ the Dutch siAronomer Huygetrs, 

W'hoik 
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Whofc light, though flying ever fincc gmtion^ 
Has not yet pifch'd upon our n^on. 

Then m^y the royal ray be fooa explored— 

And, Thomas, if thouPt fwear thou art not humniing, 
I'll take my fppng-glafs and bring thee word 
" The inflant I behold it coxrong. 
But, Thomas Warton, without joking, 
Art thou, or art thou mt^ thy Sovereign fmoking? 

How canfl thou ferioufly declare, 

That George the Third 
With Crcfly's Edward can compare, 
. Or Harry P.-r-'Tis too bad, upon mv word % 
GBORoe is a clever King, I needs muflrown, 
And cuts a jolly figure on the throne. 

Now thou exclaim'ft, ** God not it ! Peter, pray, 
•• What to the devil fliall I fing or iay ?" 

I'll tell thee what to fay^ O tuneful Tom : 

Sing how a Monarch, when his fon ws^^ying^. 
His gracious eyes and ears were edifying. 
By Abbey company and kettle drum : ' 

Leaving that fon to death and the phyfician. 
Between two firess— a forlorn hope condition^; 
Two poachers, who make man their game. 
And, ipecial markfineil t fekiom mifs their aim; 

Say, though the Monarch did nof fee his Son^ 
He kept aloof toough fatherly afFe6tion ; 

Determm*d nothing ihonld be done 
To bring onufelefs tears, and difmal recolleftiofl* 

For what can tears avail, and piteous fighs ? 

Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes; 

And what' are fighs and tears but wind and water, 

TPhat fhow the leakynefs of feeble nature I 

Tom, 
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To M, with- my Jimile thou wilt not quarrel j- - 
Like air and any fort of drink, 
Whjzzing and oozing through each chinky 

That proves the weakuefs of the fcarrek' 

Say for the Prince, when wet was ev*rv eye, 
And thoufands pour'd to heav'n the pitying iigh 

Devout ; 
Say how a King, unable to dif&mblc^ 
Ordered Daipe Siddons to his houfe^ and Ke-mble^ 

To fpout ; 

Gave them ii:e creams and wmes, fo dear f 
Deny'd till then a thimble full erf beer ; 
For which they've thank'd the author of this metre^ 
Videlic€t^ the moral -mender PfixiR,. ' 

Who, in his Ode on Ode, did dareexclaim^ 
And call fuch royal avarice, a Ihame. . 

Sav— but 1*11 teach thee how to make an ode j 
Tnus fhall thy labours yifit Fame's abode, 
In company with my immortal lay ; 
And look> T<yi>c— thus I fire away— 



BIRTH-DAY ODE- 

n^HIS day, this very day^ gave birthy 
^ Not to the brighteft Monarch upon earthy 
Becaufe there are ^ne'bjdghter and as big ;. 

Who love tlip arts that man exalt to heav'n : 

~ George loves them alfo, whqn they're giv'nf 

To four-legg'd gentry, chriftea'd dog and pig,* 

Whofe deeds in this our wonder-hunting nation; 

Prove what a charming thing is education. 

* The'(hncing dogs and wife pig have fonned a coofidcrable part of 
the rojal amjufemend. 

■ Full 
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FttH of the mt of brewing hccr, 

The Moharch heard of Whitbreap's. fame : ' 
<Juoth he unto the Queen, " My dear, my dear, 

" Whi THREAD hath got a marvellous great naime; 
** Cmarjuy, we muft,muitwmuil fee Whiter E AD hrew— 
** Rich as us, Chabjly^ richer than a Jew : . 
=** Shame, fh?ime, we have not yet his brewhoufe fceni'* 
Thus fweetly f^^id .the King unto the XJijeeu ! 

Red-hot with ^ovdty^'s delightful rage, 

To Mifter White re ad forth he lent a page. 

To fay that Majefty proposed to view. 
With thirft.of wondrous knowledge deep ioflam'd, 
His vats, and /tubs, ^id hops, and bogiheads iatm'c^ 

And karn the noble fepret how to Irew, 

Of fuch undreamt-of honour proud, 
Moft rev'rently the Brewer bovr'd ; 
So humbly (fp the humble flory goes) 
He touched e*eQ urra firma with his nofe;. 

Then faid unto the page, lig/it Bili^y Ramus, 

** Happy are we that our great King ftiould name us^ ' 

*' As worthy^ unto Majeiiy to (l^ew, 

'* How we poor Chifwell people ^r^w-" . 

Away fprung Billy Ramus quack as thought: 
To Majeiiy the welcome tidings brought. 

How Whiteread iftaring flood like any ilakc^ 
And trembled — then the civil things he faid — 
On which the King did fmileand nod lus bead ; - . 

For Monarchs like to fee their fubjefls fuaJtg .* 

Such horrors unto Kings mofl pleafant are, 

Proclaiming rev'rence and hiunility : . 
High thoughts too all thofe ^king fits declare 

Of fcingjy grancieur and great capabiltty I 

Reople of worfhip, wealth, and birth, 
'took on the humbler fons of ^rth, 

indeed ijD a mofi humble light} God k^ow^! 



HigH 
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I . ■ . 

High (fatiow ate like Dover's tow 'ring dlfFs, 
Where Ihips below appear like little ikiffs. 
The people walking on the ftrand, like crows. 

""Mufe, €ng the ftir that happy Whitbubad made; 
^Poor gentleman ! moft terriWy afmd 

Pe fhonld not charm enough his guefts divine : 
He gave hi? maids new aprons, gowns, and finocks ; 
An<^ lo ! two hundred pounds were fpent in frocks. 
To make th' apprentices and draymen fine : 

Bufy as horfes in a field of clover, 

Dogs, cats, and cKairs, and ftools were tihnbled over, 

Amklft the Whitbread rout of preparation, 

To treat the lofty Ruler of the nation. 

Now mov'd King, Queen, and Princefles fo grand. 

To vifit the firft Brewer in the land ; 

Who fometimes fwills his beer and grinds his meat 

In a fnug corner chriflen'd Chifwell-ftrect ; 

But oft'ner charm'd with fafhlonable air, 

An(iidfl the gaudy Great of Portman-fquare. 

Lord Aylesbury, and Denbigh's Lord al/o^ 
His Grace the Duke of IMoNTAGut likewifey 

With Lady HARCouftr, join'd the raree-fhow, . 
And fix'd all Smithfiekl's marv'ling eyes : 

For, lo ! a greater fhow ne'er grac'd thofe quarters, 

Sioce^Mary roailed, juft like crabs, the martyrs. 

ArrivM, the King broad grinn'd, and gave a nod 
To fmiling Whitbread, who, had God 

Come with his angels, to behold his beer. 
With more refpeft he never could luive met— 
Indeed the man w^s iq a fweat^ 

So much the Brewer did the King revere. 

Her Majesty ttmtriv'd to make a dip : 
Light as^ feather then the King did fkip. 
And afk'd a thoufand queilions, with a laueh, 
Before poor Whitbread comprehended half. 

^ Reader! 
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Header 1 my Odcihoiild havca/wzZ?— 
Well i in Jamaica, on a tam'rind tree, 

Five hundred fNurots, gabbling juft like Jews, 
iVc fecn— fuch noiie the' feathered imps did make, 
As made my very pericranium ache — - 

Afking and telluig parrot news : 

Thus Was the brewhoufe fill'd with gabbling noife, 
Whilft draymen and the Brewer's boys, 

Devour*d the ^ueftions that the King did aik : 
In diff 'rent parties were they ftaring feen, 
Wond'ring to think they faw a King and Queen f 

Behind a tub were ibme, and fome behind a caik. 

Some draymen forc'd themfelves (a pretty luncheon) 
Into the mouth of many a gaping piincheon ; 
And through the bung-hole wink'd with curious eye^ 
To view, and be anur'd what fort of things 
WerePrincefles, and Queens, and Kings, 
For whofe moft lofty ftation thoufands figh ! 
And, lo ! of all thie gaping puncheon clan, 
Few were the mouths that had not got a man ! 

Now Majesty into a pump fo deep 
Did with an opera-^lafs fo curious peep ; 
Examining with care each wondrous matter 
That brought up water ! 

♦ 
Thus have T feen a magpie in the flreet, 
A chattVing bird we often meet, • 

A bird for curiofity well known; 
With head awry, 

Mnd cunning^ eye, ^ 

Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone. 

And now his curious M y didiloop 

To count the nails on ev'ry hoop ; 

And, lo ! no fingle thing came in his wayj 

That, full of deep refearch, he did not fay, 

Vol/I. F f « Wbat^' 
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*« What's this? hs^ h^ mbal's^ thai? iQdsit^s^ tMs^ 

« what's thatr?^' 
Sb quick. the worcis top, when he.dtign'd to ^edt:« 
As if eaph CyU^ble would break tfe&nock. 

Thus, to the world oS gr^^ whilft^arhers.erawj, 
Our Sov'rei^^n peeps into the world oi/mM : 
Thus microTcppic geniufc&,explorc 

Things that too ojjt proyokeXhe public fcorn.; 
Yet fwcli of ufeful knpw ledges the-ftc««^ 

By finding fyftotp^ io a pepper-corn, 

Nofw boafting WhitbRtJB ad ferious did decbre^ 
To nmke the Majefty of £ngland ibje, 
'That he had butts enough, h^ knew, 
yiac'd fide by fide, to^reach, along to Kew : 
On which the King with wonder fwiftly cry'd, 
^ What) if they reach to Kew theq^ fide by fide, 

^^ What would they do, whal^ what, plac'd end to 
" end?" 
To whom, with knitted calculatwig brow, 
The Man of Boer moftfolemn^y dxi vow, 

Almoft tO'Windfof that they would e^tend^ 
On whichjthe King, ^with wpnd'ring mieo, 
jRepeated it unto the wdnd'ring Qjieen : ' 
On which, quick tiiming round bis halter -djiead. 
The Brewer's hprfe, with face aftoniih'd, neighM^ 
The Brewer's dog too pour'd a note of thunder, 
J^ttledjbis chain, jnd wagg'd his tail for wonder. 

Now did the King for other « b>^eips inq^ire^ 
FqrCalveK's, Jordan's, Thral^^Si ontire ; 
And, after talking of thefe diff 'r^nl beers 
Aik'd Whit^read if his poi;^ equaU'd ttiiJM^ 

This was a^puzzling, difagreeing queftion^ 
Grating like arfenic on h^ hoft's dkeltiof);, 
A kind of qpHeftion to the Man of Cafk 
Th^t 99t ev'n S^jpa9n>j9c^^^ 
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19ow MajeAy, ^i^etd^nowiedlge, took 
A very i^rcUy mcmorandititi-book. 
With gilded leiavcs of aflcs* fkin to white, 
And ift 'k h^ibly beg«ii to M^e-* 

Memoran/ium* 

A charming place beneath the grattfa^ 
For roaijiiig chefnuts or potates. 

*Tir hop« that give a bitternefs to bfcer-— 

Hops grow in K^nt, fays WMtTBRBAO, and dfewlfbr. 

Is there no cheaper fluff? where doth it dwell ) 
Would not hone*aloes bitter it as well ? 

To try it foon on our fmall bcer-^ 
'Twill favc us fev'ral pounds a year. 

Mem. 

To remember to forget tt) afk 
Old WHiXfiRfiAD to my hoiife one iby. 

Mem. 

Not b forget to take of beer the calk, 
The Brewer ofFer'd me away. 

Now having penciled his remarks fo flirewd| 

Sharp -as the point indeed of a new pin, 
His Majefty his watch mod fagcly view'd, 

And tlien put up his afles* fkin. * 

To Whiter E AD now deign'd Bifajefty to fay, 
** Whitbread, are all your horfes fond of hay ?** 
** Yes, pleafe your Msyefty," in humble notes, 
The Brewer anfwer'd— ** alfo, Sir, of oats : 

F f a ^ AnoAer 
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•*• Another thing my horfes too maintains, 

*' And that, an't pleafe your Majcily, ai€ grains." 

" Grains, grains," faid Majcfty, toiill their crops ? 
** Grains, grains ? — that comes from hops— ycs^ hops, 
** hops, hops?" 

Here was the King, like hounds fometimes, at fault — 
" Sire," cry'd the humble Brewer, *• give me leave 
*' Your facred Majefty to undeceive ; 

** Grains, Sire, are never made from hops, but malt." 

** Tr»e," faid the cautious Monarch, with a fmile ; 
•' From malt, malt, malt — I meant malt all the while.** 
" Yes," with the fweeteft bow, rejoin'd the Brewer, 
" An*t pleafe your Majefty, you did, I'm fure." * 

" Yes," anfwer'd Majeftv, with quick reply, 
« I did, I did, I did, I, 'I, 1, I." 

Now this was wife in Whitbrb ad — ^I^ere wc find 

A very pretty knowledge of mankind : 

As Monarghs never muft be in the wrongs 

•T was realfy a bright thought inWHixBRiAD's tongue^ 

To tell a little fib, or fome fuch thing, • 

To fave the (inking credit of a King. 

Some Brewers, in a rage of information, 
Proud to inilru6l the Ruler of a Nation, 

Had on the folly Jivelt^ to feem damn'd clever ! 
Now, what had been the confequence ? Too plain ! 
• The man had cut his confequence in twain ; 
The King had hated the zo^fe fool for ever ! 

Reader, whene'er thou dofl efpy a nofe 

That bright with many a ruby glows, 

That nofe thou may'ft pronoimce, nay fafely fwear, 

Is nurs*d on fomething better than fniall-beer. 

Thus when thou findeft Kings in brewing wife, 

Or Natural Hift'ry holding lofty ftation, 
Thou may*ft conclude, with marv'ling eyes, 

Such KiPg^ have liad a goodly education. 

Nqw 
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Now did the Khsg adtnire At.h^f^ finti - 

*niat daily a^ the dn^men alitodiae; 
, On which theljcll rung out (how very proper!) 
' To ^ow it was a bell, and had a clapper. 

And now before their Sovereign's curious eye, 

Parents and <:hildren, fine, iat, hopeful fprigs, , 

MSI fnnffling, Xquinting, grunting in their flye. 
Appeared the Srewer's trib^ of handfome pigs : : 

On which th' obforvant man, who fills a throne, 

Dedar'd the pigs were vafUy like hi$ own : 

On which the Brewer, fwallow'd up io joys, ^ 
Tears and aftonifhment in both his eyes, 
His foul bfim full of fentiments fo loyal, 

iBxclaim'd, " O heav'ns ! and can mj fwinc" 

^ Be deem'd by Majefty fo fine ! 
" Heav'ns! can my pigs compare, Sire,: with Y*8?' 

** royal V* 
To which the Kingaffented with a rtod ; 
On which the Brewer l>ow'd, and faid, " Good God !'* 
Then wink'd fignificant on Miss ; , 
Significajit of wonder and of blifs ; 

Who, bridling in her chin divine, 
Crofs'd her Mr hands, a dear old maidy > 
And then her loweft c\irt*fy made 

For fuch high honour lonelier £itHer's iWlBe.*^ 

Now did his M^efty 9b gracious fay, * 

To Miiler Wjiitbrb aq, in bis flyii^ wa^, . 

a Whitbreap^ d^e nick tb' &ccifemen nowan^ 
« then? ^ - 

*• HsB, W«iTBi(BAD, when d*ye think to leave off trade ? 
^ Hx? what? MifsW«iTBREAD's(lillamaid,amaid? 

" What, what's the matter with the men I 

**' D'ye hunt! — ^hae, hunt? No, no, you are top o/(/— 
** You'll be Lord May'r— Lord Mav'r one day— - 

«* Yes, yes, I've heard lo — ^yes, yes, fo I'm told: 
<* Don't, don't thcfine for Sheriff pay; 
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«*. ril prick you t^tj year, man, I dechre r 

•* Yrs, Whitbrbad— yes, yes— y«i fhall be Lord 

*• Whitbre AD, d?yc keep a coach, or job one, pray } 

" Job, job, that's cheapeft ; yes, that's beft, that's bed. 
** You put your liv'ries on the draymen — ^hae ? 

" Hae, Whitbread? you have feathe^d well your 
*< heft.- 
^ What, what's the price now, hae, of all your ftock? 
•* But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray; what's 
« o'clock?" 

Now Whitbread inward faid, *^ May I be curft 
•* 1/ 1 know what to anfwer firft f" 

Then fearch'd his brains with ruminating^ eye : 
But«'er the Man of Malt an anfwer found, 
Quick on his heel, lo, Majestv tum'd round, 

Skipp'd off, andbaulk'd the honour of reply. 

Kings in inquifitivenefs fhould be ftrong— 

From curiofity doth wifdom flow : 
For 'tis a maxim iVe adopted long^ 

The more a ma^ u%qpi^ires» the more he'll know* 

Reader, didft ever fee a water-QxHit ? 

'Tispofiible that thou wilt anfwer, " No.'» 
Well then! he makes a moft infernal rout ; 

Sucks, like fln elephant, the waves below, 
tVlth huge probofcis reaching from the (ky. 
As if he meant to drink the ocean dry : 
At length fo flill he can't hold one drop more- 
He burfts— ^owri ruih the waters with a roar ~ 
On fome poor boat, or floop, or Iwig, or ihip. 
And almoftfmks the wand' rer of the deep ; 
ThusTiiave I feen a Monarch at reviews 
Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 
Then bear jti triumph off each wondrous matter. 
And foufe'it on the Queen with fuch a clatter ! 

3 I alw^ 
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I always would ad vife folks to a& queftions ; 

For, truly, gucftions arc the keys of knowledge j 
Soldiers, who iorage for the mind's digeftions. 

Cut figures at th' Old Bailejr, and at College j 
Make Chancellors, Chief Juftices, and Judges, 
E'en of the lowcft green-bj^g drudges^ 

The fagcs fay, Dame Trtxth delights to dweU^ 
Strange manfion ! io the bottom or a well. 
Qjieftions are then the windlafs and the rope 
That pull the grave old gentlewoman up : 
♦Damn jokes then, and unmannerly fuggeHions, ' 
Refleding upon Kings for afking queftions. 

Now having well employed his royal lungs ; 

On nails, hoops, (hves, pumps, barrels, and their bungSy 
The King and Co. fat down to a collation' •• 

Of flefti and fiih, and fowl of ev'ry nation. ' 

Dire was th^ clang of plates, of knife and fork, 
That merc'lefs fell like tomahawks to Work, ' • 

And fearlefs fcalp'd the fowl, the fifh, and cattle, 
Whilft Whitbreadj in the rear, beheld the battle. 

The conqu'rin^ Monarch, ftopping to take breatb ^ 

Amidft the regunents of death, 

Now turn'd to Whitbread with complacent roun^ 
And, merry, thus addrefs'd the Man of Beer : 
" Whitbread, is'ttrue? I hear, I hear 

** You're of an ancient family^ — rcnown'd — 
" What ? whar? I'm told that you're a limb 
" Of Pym,J the famous fellow Pym : _ 
" What, Whitbread, is it true what people fay > 
" Son of-a Round-head are you ? hae ? hae ? hae ? 
** I'm told that you fend Bibles to your votes — 

' " A fnuffling round-headed fociety — 
** ?ray'r- books inftead of cafh to buy them coats— 

" Bunyans, and Pra6lices of Piety : 

♦ This alludes r© the late Dr. Johnfon's laugh on a Great Pcrfoflagt, 
for a buciable curioftty in the Queen's library fooie years (ince. - 
^ His Majefty here made a nuftake^«Pym was his wife!ijrelatinn. 

** Your 
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<* Tour Bedford votes would wiOi to chmg^ lhar 
•* Ratlier fee^cafli — yes^ yts— than hooks ^ {my Y. 
** Thirtieth of January <ioii*t you fie^l f 
** Yes, yes, you eat calf 's head, you eat calfs hnadJ* 

Now having wonders done oa fiefli, ibwl, fiih. 
Whole hofls o'erturn*d — and fcizM on all fupplies^; 

The royal vifitors exprefs-d a wiih 
To turn to Houfe of Buckingham their eyedi- 

But firft the Monarch, (o polite, 

Afk'd MiflerWHiTBaBAD if he'd be a Kmigit: 

Unwilling in the lift to be enroll'ci, 
Whitbread contemplated the Knights of -P<^» 
Then to his generous Sov'reign made a Ic^;, 
< sAnd feid, *^ He was a^id be was /m M. 
^ He thank'd however bis moft gracious Kin^ 
•* For offering to niake him^r^-^ Thing." 

But, ah t a different reafon 'twas, I fear ! 
It was not age that made the Man of Beer 

The proff^'d honour of the Monarch (bun : 
The tale^ M^rg'ret's knife, and royal fright, 
Had aimed made him damn the name of Kni^V 

A tale that farrow 'd fuch a world of fun. 

He mock'd the pray'r ♦ too by , the King aps>oiatec^. 

Ev'n by himfelfthe lord's Anointed : 

A foe to f aft too, is he, let me tell ye ; 
And though a Presbyterian, cannot tkiiA 
Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and drink) 

Joys iu the grumble of a hungry belly 1 

Now from, the tabic with Caefarean air^ 
• Up rofe the Monarch with his laurcll'd brow, 
When Mifler Whitbread, waiting on his chair, 
Exprefs'd much thanks, much joy, and made a hwf. 

^ F<nr the miraculous efcape from a poor innooent iniiMie womaa^ 
who only hdd out a fnuOi kDitff in apiece of irhifie fapar^ for her S«ve» 

fcktt to VMttf. 
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Mifs Whitbrbad now fo thick her curtfie^ irapst 
Thick as her bonouir'd father's Kcntifti hops } 
Which hopiike curtfies were returned by dips 
That never hurt the royal knees and hips \ 

For hips and knees of Queens are facred things^ 
That only bend pn gala days ^ • 

Before the b^ft of Kings, 
When Odes pf triumph found his praife.*— 

Now through a thund'ring peal of kind huzzas; 
Proceeding fome from * hif'd and ^^hir'd jaw«,. 

The raree-ihow thought proper to retire ; 
Whilft Whiter E AD and his daughter fair 
Survey'd all ChifwelUilreet with lofty air j 

Fori lo 1 they felt themfdves ibme fix feet higher I 



SUCH, Thomas, is the way to writ^ t 
Thus fhouldlt thou Birth- day Songs indite j , 
Then ftick to earth, and leave the lofty fkyi 
No more of ti turn turn,- and ti Vara ti*. 

Thus ihould an honeft Laureat write of King^-s* 

Not praife them for imagifutry things ; 

I own I cannot make my ftubbom rhyme ' 

Call ev'ry King a character fublime ; 

For Conscience will not fuffer me to wander 

So very widely from the paths of Camdoub.. 

* When his Mnjefty go«s to a playhoufci or brewlu>uft| or parfia* 
ment, the Lord Chnmberlatn provides fome pound»»worth of MOB ta 
huiza their beloved Monarch. A( the playhoufe about forty widc-» 
inouthcd fellows are hired on the night of their Majeflies appearance, at 
two IhHliags and fixpcnce^er head, with the liberty of feeing the play 
ffrath. Thefe Stentors are placed in different parts of the Thcatje, who^ 
immediately on the Royal entry into the Stage Box> fet up their howl, 
of loyalty ; to whom their Majcftics, with fweetcft fmilcs, acknow- 
ledge the obligation by a gei^teel bow, and an elegant curtfy. Thi» 
congratulatory noife of the Stentori is looked on by many^ partlcvd^rly 
country ladies and gentlemen, as an iafaUible thermometei;) afcertainin; 
the warmth of the national regard. • 

I. know 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



J54 iimtitxfCTUim w>, Str. 

I know Kift w^lfiffie Kings ;e(i« to bt feeiH 

To whom rty verfc fo bold WooW«giVc<hc.f|)le!leny^ 

Should that bold iFct^ declare ^he3^ 'wautied ^lai/ij^ 
I won't fay that they itever brain poflfefe'd— 
They wwy have been with fuch a prefent biefsM, 

And therefore &ncy that fome^rV/i^maiiisi . 
For ev'ry well-experiehc'd furgeon Icnows 

That men who with their legs teive partec^ 
Swear they have felt a pain in all their toes^ 

And oftfen at the twinges ftarted f^ 
Then ftar*d upon their oaken Itumps, in vain t 
Fancying the toes were all come back again. 

If men then, who their abfent toes have moum^i 
Can fency thofe fame toes«t times fc(tfm*d ; 
So KingPi in matters of intelligence?, 
May fancy they have (tumbled oa their ftnfes, 

Y^ ToM' — min« is4he way of writing Ode- 
Why lifteft thou thy pious eyes to Gc!d> 
Strange difappoiniment in thy looks I read ; 

And now I hear thee in proud triumph Cry, 
** Is this an aiftion, Peter^ this a deed 

*' Tajaife a Monarch to the iky ^ 
** Tubs, porter^ punip% vats, all the Whitulsa«> 

" throng, 
** Rare things: to figure in the Muse's fong !" 

Thomas, 1 here proteft I want na quarreU 

On Kings and Brewers, porter, -pumps and barrels— 

•Far from the dove-like Petkr be iuch ftrife! 
But this I tell thee, Thomas, foraia^— 
Thy Caefar never did ian na 

More wife, more glorious in his Uie. 

Now God preferve all wonder-hunting Kings, 

Whether at Windfor, Buckingham, or Kew-houfe ; 

▲nd may they never do more fooiiih things 

Tiisin vifiting Sam Whiterc^o and hjs brcwhoufc ! 

BROTHER 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



BROTHER PETER 



TO 



BROTHER TOM. 



-*vi 



EXPOSTULATORY ^PISTLE. 



d by Google 



d by Google 



jp£T£K. Harindy ex|M)(h]iat«tH with TtoMAS pa his tirqire. 

> cedented ^IcDce on the royal pcrlie^tioii^ in his laft >]ew- 
Year's, 0€lt«*-Giveth Thomas a jobation-^ nftrwaeth 
Thomas in his trade— Talkcth of heralds^ moles, field- 
nrice, aiid GENBltAL Carpenter — Tellcth a ilran^e 
iftory of the General — Commendeth Majeftyy and laadeth 
iiis love of money, with delicious fimiles^-^BTER in- 
fdrsQdth Thoma^^s how he might have praifed Majefly 

. for piety and eco«bmy-*PETER's great knowledge^ of 
Natur&^He tajiketh of her different manufadureS'-^ 
Peter praifeth the royal Pif'eclamatioii for leaving off* 
fin, and reforming fiddling courtiers and others—- Miftrefs 

^ Walsingham not able to fin on a Sunday— nor my 
Lady Young — nor my Lord of Exeter — nor my 
Lord BRUDEKELL«-^whofe excellence in attending on 
the Rump Royal, Peter highly extolleth—« nor the 
Welfli iCmg Watkvn,' whofe poor violoncello Peter. 
pitieth^-nor my Lord of S a Li s b u r t — Pe t e r intimateth 
an intended reform among cats and dogs, pigeons, wrens» 
fparrows and poultry— Love between the aforefaid ani* 
mals to be' fev^rely puniflied, if nude on the Lord's 
Day — ^Monday the moft decent day*-^ir John Dies 
giveth up Sunday conceits for godlineffr-^Sir John's 
ftar his hobby -horfe-^Lords Hampden and Crolmon* 
DELEY reproved for profaninj^ the Sabbath by a full* 
orcheftra, while the King ei\}oyeth only wind inftni. 
ments-— Peter relateth a iad tale of Germak Musi- 
cians, and concilideth with a pathetic fimile of a wood* 
cock.— Peter returneth from digreflion to Thomas — 
Peter a(keth ihrewd quelHonsof THOMAS*--Te]letha 
dcledlable little (iory of the King and fcratch wigs— 
Declareth love for Majcfty— -Praileth the partnerflnp— . 
Peter denieth all odium towards his Sovereign^ tor a 
jealoufy of the Prince op Wales, for his rage for 
Handel, and enthuliafm for Mr. We-st-— Peter giveg 
two fimiles^— Peter telletha tale-.-PfT^R ftill infifleth 
on love for Majefty-»»In(ianceth royal magnaniinity--- 
ending with curiosity and national advuntage-— Peter 
iheweth the King's fuperiority to the Prince in the ar- 
ticle of books— The royal wardrobe's fuperiority to the 
V fhops in Monmouth Street--* Peter tflipre^eth more 
Jove for Majefty— A tale— Peter niaketh a marvelloiis 
-difcovery of the caufe of Thomases filehce in the ar- 
Voi,. L ' G g tide 
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tide of royal flstteiy— ttisMajdly too much bedaubed 
—The King ftutteth up Thomas's mouth— Peteil 
telleth Thomas how he mould have maAaged*— Petek 
defcribcth a dariU— Inquireth for Modefty -^^ Findeth 
her—- Giveth a lovely picture of Mifs Moraing — And 
• her loyal fpeech to Peter— Petbr cannot emft nor 
Jubfifi without Kings— Peter citeth the world? s opinion 
of hini— Peter finely anfwereth it— Peter feemeth 
glad— He aflceth a ily quelUon about C^rtoon»—>P£TER 
telleth an unconunoi^ ftory-— Peter continueth talldng 
abou( Cartoons— Feareth that they are in jeopardy— 
Peter concludeth With fublime /mi^j of trout, eels^ 
ii^^halesi goatSi (heep, and good advice to Thomas. 
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'CLIFE! Thomas, what hath fwallow'd all Ac praifc ? 
^ Of royal virtues not the flighteft mention ! 
Stnmg, like mock pearl, fo lately on thy lays ! 
TeU me, a bankrupt, Tom, is thy invention i 

How couldilthou fo thy Patron's fame forget, 
As not' to pay, of praife, the annual debt ? 

Whitehead and CiBBiER, all the Laureat throngs 
To Fame's fair Temple, twice a year, prcfented 
Some royal virtues, real or invented, 

In all the grave fublimity of fong. 

Heralds (6 kind, for many a chance-born Wight, 
Creeping from cellars, juft like fniiils from earthy 

Or moles, or field-mice, ftealing into light, 
Forge Arms, to prove a loftinefs of birth ; 

Tracing of each ambitious Sir and Madam 

The branches to the very^trunk of Adam. 

Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, of rhyme^ 
Still bid thy Royal Mafter foar fublime? 
Bards fhine in fi6tion ; then how flight a thing 
To make a coat of merit for a King I 

G g a ' , Know, 
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Know, General 'Carpenter had been a theme 
For ftknilliing a pretty lyric dream ; 

Once a nionopolift of nod aiid fmile ; 
, Of broken fcntences and quellions rare^ 
Of Inipfnap whilpers fweet^ and grin, atid ftare^. 

For which thy MysE would travel many a milev 

But lo ♦ the GeneBal, for a crying^ fin^ 
• Loft broken fentences,. and nod, and g^riJi, 

, And ftare and fnipfnap of the beft of Kings ; 
The fin, the crying fiix, of rambling 
Where Ofnaburgh's goiod BHhop,. gambling, 

Loll: fome few golden feathers from his wings ; 
Which made th* unlucky General nm and drown— 
Such were the horrors of the^royal frown ! 

For lo ! Hi§ M y moft roundly fwore 

He'd nod to General Carpenter no voarc. 

Oh \ glcdous love of all-commanding; money T ' 
Pear Xofome Monarchs, as to Bruin, honey j 
. Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck \ 
Or fliow*ts to hackney-coachmen or a duck ! 

Thom.as„ thy lyrics might have praised the King 
For making finners mind the Sabbath-day, 

Bidding the idle fons of pipe and ftring^ 

Initead of fcraping ji^s, iing pfalms and pray ; 

Thus pioufly (againlt their inclination) 

Dragooning fouis. unto falvation. 

The Monarch gave Up Mifter Joah Bat£^ 
With that fweet nightuigale his lovely mate j 

Who with the org^ and one fiddly 
Made up a concert every Sunday night : 
Thus yielding M A jBsxiEs fujHreme delight, 

Who reliili cheapn«fs e'en i^ tweedle tweedk. 

For Nature formeth oft ^ kijad 
Of money- loving, fcraping,, fave-all mind,^ 
That happy glorieth in the nat'ral thought 
Of getting every thii\g for mugk i 

From 
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From Delhi's diamonds to a Briftol (tone ; 

From royal eagles to a fqualling parrot ; 
From bulls of Baian to a marrow -bone; 

From rich ananas to. a mawkifh carrot : 
And getting things for nougkt, we all muft fay. 
If not the nohleft^ iS iht cneapeft way. 

And often Nature manufactures ^ujf 

That thinks it never hath enough ; 

Hoarding up treasure — liever once enjoying— - 

Such is the compoEtion oi fomt fouls ! 
Like jackdaws all their cunning art employing, 

In hiding knives, and forks, and fpoons in holes. 

L0I by the pious Monarch's Proclamation, 
The courtier Amateurs of this ^r nation 

On Sunday^on thdr Bibles — make no riot — 
The flubborn^UxBRiDGS, niuiicioving Lord,. 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word. 

And bids the inftruments lie quiet. 

Sweet Miftrefs Walsingham is forc'd to pray,^ 
And turn her eyes up, much againft her will ;, 

Sandwich lings pialms too, in bis pious way; 
And Lady Young forbears the tuneful triU^ 

And very politic is Lady Young ; 

A hufband niuft not fuffer for a fongr 

The gentle Exbte'r his treat gave up,. 
So us'd upon the fweet vepafl to fup ; 
As eager for his Sunday's qjuaver dUh, 
As cats and fav'nous Aldermen for iiih.* 

Lord Brudenell, too, a Lord with lofiy nofe, . 
Bringing to mind a verfe the world well knows \ 

Againil fublimity that rather wars ; 
Which in an almanack all eyes may fee : 
"God gave to man an upright form,, that he 
" Might view the ilars.** 

Gg^y I fay 
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I fay this watchful Lo r n^ who boafts theknaelk^ 
Behind His Sacred Majefly's gr^t back, 

Of placing for his latter enifz. chair 
Better than any Lcm^ ^fo fays Fame's truinp> 
That ever waited on tne n^al rumpy 

So fwift his motions, and fi> fweel his air; 

Who, if His Majefty bait cotlgh or hicet^. 
Trembles for fear the King ihould h'ek up a 
I>rops, with concern, his jaw— with horror fi:eeze»-» 
Or Imiles " God blefs you, Sire,** whene'dr he fneezes-^ 
This Lord, I fay, uprais'd his convert chin^ 
And curs'd the concert for a crying fin^ 

King Watk YN, from the land of leeks and cheefe^ 

With fi ghs, forbore hb bafs to^feize; ^ 
With huge concern he dropped his Sunday airs, 
Arid grumbl'd ovtt in We/fi his thanklefe pray'rs^ 

The bafs, indeed, Tg Dtum fung,. 

Glad on the willows to be hung. 

And really 'twas a very nafral cafe- 
Poor, inoffenlive bafs 1 

For when King WatkYn fcrubbeth him-^^dack t 

The inftrument, like one upon the rack, 

Sendeth forth horrid, Inquifition gfoans ! 
Enough to pierce the hearts of ftones ! 

Thus though in conc^t politics the Knight 
Battled with Miftrefs Walsingham outright i 
Yet both agreed to lift their palms, 
Not in hortilities, but finging pfalms* 

Sal'sbury was alfo order 'd to reform^ 
Who, with my Lady, thought it vaftly odd. 

Thus to be forced, like failors in a ftorm, 
Agamfl their wills to pray to God. 

Thus Aid fhe royal nianclace, through the town. 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down ! 

Great 
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Great aft f ere long 'twill be a fin and ihamSe* 
For catk to. warble out an anVrous flanie ! ' , 
Dogs ihall be whipp'd for making love on Sundays 
Who very" well m^ put it off to.Mooday. 

Nay, more the royal piety to prove^ ^ 
And aid the pureft of all pnre regions, - r 

To Bridewell fhall be fent all cooing pigeons. 

And cocks and . hens be lafh'd for making love r 
Sparrows and wrens be (hot from bams and houfe% 
For being barely civil to their ipoufes^ . 

Poor Sir John Dick was, lamb-like, heard to bleat 
At lofing fiJch a Sunday's treat — 

Sir John, the happy owner of a ^ar — 
Which radiant honour on furtouts he ftitches f 

Lamenting fafhion doth not ftreteh fo for 
As fewing them on waiftcoats and on breeches ;. 
Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day, 
And make the Knight a perfefk milky way. 

Yet Hampden, Cholmond'ly, ^<^e iinful fhaver% 
Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers ; 
Thus flyiiig in the face of our great King, 
Pro^ne God's refitng day with wind and fWng; 
Whilft on the Terrace, 'midft his German band. 
On Sunday evetiings George is pleas'd to ihind ;- 
Contented with a ^mplc tune alone, 
*• God fave great George our King," or Bobbing Joani 

Whilft Che Ru Bs, leaning from their fiarry height^ 
Wink at each other, and enjoy the fight j 

And Satan, from a lurking hole, 

Fond of a feeming-godly foul. 
His eyes and ears fcarce able to believe^ 
Laughs in his fleeve. 

Stay, Mi;fe — ^the mention o^ the German band 
Bringeth a tale oppreffive to my hand, 
Relating to a tribe of German boys, 
Wiiofe horrid fortune made fbme litiie noiie: 

' ^ Sent 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



544 M%&TU<BZ FXTfiir * 

Sent fcr to t^de o? tengliflnftea tb© places, '■ • " 
Who, galPd by fuch haa-d treirtsneni, made wry 'fecefk. 
Scut for di^ were, to feed in fields rf clover^ 

To feaft upon the Coldftreatn te^inient's £rt : 
Swift with their empty ftomachs they flew over. 

And wider than a KeyenJiuUer hat. 
But ah ! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd ! 
To feafts they ^ent indeed,^ but went and fiord* J t 
Their Mailers, raptiir*d with the tuneful treat, 
Forgot muficians, like themfelves, icould eat^ 
Thus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen fhores. 
When tyrant Winter 'qiidft his tempefts roars : 
Invited by our milder fky, he roves ; 
Views the pure ftreams with joy, and Ihelt'ring groves^ 
And in one hour, oh ! fad reverie of fete ! 
Is Ihot, and fixiokes upoa a poacher's plate f 

Thus ending a Iweet epifodic ftrain, 

I turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode again^ 

What ! make a diihto balk thy mafter's gums t 

A pudding, and forget the plums ! 
Mercy upon us ! what a cook art thou X 
I)jy e'en already !'— what a fad milch cow !— 
Wnoj^v'll, at nrft, of feme fuch flowing pails !— 
Say, Tho,mas, what thy lyric udder aids? 

Since truth belongs not to the laureat trade, 

'Tis ftrange, 'tis paffing ftrange, thou didft not flatter r 

Speak — in light money were thv wages paid ? 
Or was thy pipe of fack half fill'd with water ? 

Or haft thou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues ? 

Or hath a qualm of confcience touch'd thy Mufc ?> 

Thou might'ft have prais'd'for dignity of pride- 
Difplay'd not long ago among the Cooks : 
Searching the kitchen with- fagacious Ipoks ;;. 

Wigs, chriften'd /to/^^j^ on their heads, he fpiedl. 
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To find a wig on a cook's head, 

Juft like a wig that grac*d his own^ '' 

Was verily a fi^t too dread ! — 
Enough to turn a King to {lone !■ 

On whi<;h» in language of his very hefiy - 

His Majefty his royal ire exprefs'd. 
** How, how ! what! Coi^s -WitAX f€rat<:kts]vSi like me ?-^ 
'* Strange ! Grange \ yes, yes, I fee, I (ee, I fee— 
** Fine fellows to wear fcratch#6 ! yes, no doubt—* • ' 
•' ril have n<^ more-i-no more when mine's worn out— 
*' Hae ! pretty ! pretty ! pretty too it lod^s 
" To fee my fcratches upon Cooh P* 

And lo ! as Tie liad threaten'd all fo big^ 

As foon as ever he wore out the wig, 

He with a pig-tail deign*d his head to match ! 

Nor more profen'd his temples with ascRAXCR! 

Thomas, I fee my fbng thy feelings grate — 
Thou thihk'ft I'm joking; that the King's my hate* 

'The wbrld may call me liar, but fincerely 

J love him-^for a partner, love him Nearly i 

Whilft his great name is onWit ferme^ I'm fure 

My credit vyith the Public is fecure. " 

Yes, beef fliall grace my fplt, and ale fhall flo^^ 
As long as it continues George and Ca 5 
That is to fay, in plainer metre,^ 
Gcorge'and Peter* 

Yet,* as fome little money I have made^ 
I*ve thoughts of burning ^ Squire^ and quitting trade i 
This in my mind I'v^ frequently revoly'd j 
And in fix months, or fo. 
For all I know. 
The partnecfliip may be diflblv^d* 
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Whate'er thou think'ft— liowe'cr the world may carp, 
Thomas, I'm far from hating our goo J King; 

Yes, yes, or may I thrnm no more my harp, 

As David fwore, who touch'd fo well the ftring — 

No, Tom ; the idol of thy fweet devotion 

Excites not hate, "whatever elfe th* emotion. 

To. write a book onthe SubUnie, I own, 
Were I a bookfeller, I would not hire him ; 

Yet, ihould I katei^Mt man who fills a throne, 
Becaufe, forfooth^ I -can't admire him? 

Hate him, becaufe, ambitious of a name^ 
He thinks to rival e'en the Prince in fame ? 
A Prince of Science — in thej arts fo chaite 1— 
A giant to him in the world of taf!e; 
Who from an envious cloud one day Ihall fpring. 
And provq that dignity may clothe a King. 

Who, when by Fortune fix'd on Britain's throne^ 
Wherever merit, humble plant, is fhown. 

Will ihed around that plant a foft'ring ray; 
Whofe hand fhall ftretch thro' poverty's pale gloono^ 
For drooping Genius, finking to the tomb, 

And lead the blufhing ftranger into day. 

Who fcorns {^<tfime) to chronicle a ihilling. 
Once in a* twelvemonth to a beggar giv'n ; 

By fuch mean charity (Lord help 'em) willing 
To go as cheap as poflible to Heav'n ! 

/Tfl/^him, becaufe, untir'd, the Monatch pores - 

On Handel's manufcript old fcores. 

And fchemes fuccefiful daily hatches, * 

For faving notes o'erwhelnjM vfr^ith fdratches ; 

Recovering from the blotted leaves 

Huge cart-horfe minims^ dromedary hrcves ; 

Thus faving damned bars from juft damnation, 

By way of bnghfnirtg Handel's reputation ? 

Who, charm 'd with ev'ry crotchet Handel wrote, 

Heav'd into Tot'^'am Street each heavy aote^ - 

Aad 
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Andtbrcing<m:t]liq'i)tppfe,tl|e'tMi|ele&tttmber9 • 
Dro^e half tq.^kKO^j th<e other half to .flumber ? 

Hat'elamf betaufe the brazen works of West, 

His eye (in wonder loft)- unfated views ? 
Becaufe his walls, with taftelefs trumpery dreft^ 

Robs a pqor.figi^po^l of its/dues ? . . 

Hate him, becaufe he cannot rell^ 
But in the company of Weil ? ; ; 

Becaufe of modem work^ he noakesi a jeft, < ' 
Except the works of Mifter Weft ?.'t 

Who by the public, fain would have careft 

The works alone of Mifter Weft ! 
Who thinks, of painting, truth apd tafte,. the.teft. 
None but the wondrous worlds of Mifter WtQ. ! 

Who mocketh poor Sir ji sWty a — cannot beii* hkn j ' 
And never fuffers Wi Lsoii's laiidfcapes near fiim. ' . 

Nor, Gainsborough, thy delightful girls and boys^ 

In rural fcenes fo fweet,. aiifii4ft thmr j^s, 

With fuch fimplicity as makes xxsjiart, 

Forgetting 'tis thp work of art. •- ^;. ^ h \ '/. \' ' 

Which wQndei;^ud which car^ qf Mr. West i 

May in a fiinile be well^expreft.>-» •, . 



a: SIMItE. 

THUS have I feen a Ictild witfci fmiling face, 
A little daifey in the garden place. 

And ftrut in triumph. roUAd its fevVite flowY ; 
Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration. 
Thinking ll^flow'r} die fineftin the nation, . ' f 

Then pay a vifit to it ev'ry hour : 
Lugging the watering 'potiabout,' 
Which J ORV the gard'ncr wj^s oblig'd to fill ; 
The child,' fo pJeas'd, . urould pour the water out, ' 

To ftiow its marvdlous gardening (kill ; 
' 2 Then 
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Then flaring routiJ,' dl wiM for pndfes pstn&iig^ 
TeU all the world it was his own -fweeC ipknting i 
And boaft away, too happy elfi ' 
How dial it found the daUey all, itfelf ! 

ANOTHER SIMILE.. 

IN finik if I may fliine agen — 
Thus have I fccn a fond old hen 

With one poor miferablc chick, 
Buftling about a fiarroer's yard ; 
Now on the dunghill labouring ban!. 

Scraping away through thin and thick 
Fluttering her faithers— making fuch a noifc I 
Cackling alQud fuch quantities of joys, 

As if this chick, to which her egg gave birtlv 
Was born to deal prodigious knocks, . 
To Ihihe the Broughion of game cocks. 

And kiU the fowls of all th<^ earth I ' 



E'EN with his painter let the King be hkfi : 
Egad ! eat, drinkV'and fleep, with Mifter Wes r; 
Only let me^ excus'd from ftich a gueft. 
Not eat, and drink, and fleep with Mifler West ; 
And as he will not pleafe my tafte — ^no never- 
Let me not give him tb the world 2&' clever : 
A better confcience in my bofom lies, 
Than imitate the fellow and his flies. 



THE TOPER AND THE FLIES. ' 

A GROUP of topers at a table fat. 

With punch that much regales the thirty foul 2 

Flies foonthe party joui'd, and join'd the chat, 
Hu^iming, and pitching round the mantling bowl. . 

r ; -At 
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At length thof^ fives got driink, and, for their fin, ' 
Some hundreds loft their legs^,. and tumbled in ; 
And fprawling 'midft the gulph profound, 
Like Pharaoh andiiisdsliih^hofty were drowiiM ! 

Wanting to drink — one of the men 
Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken hoft, 
And drank— >then taking care ttiat none were loRy ] 

He put ill ev*ry mother's fon agen. 

Up jump'd the bacchanalian crew on. this, 

Taking it very much amifs — 
Swearing, and in the attitude to /mite : 

** Lord P* cry'd the man, with gravely-lifted eyes, 

** Though I don't like to fwallow flies, 
** I did not know but oUters might J^ 



WHO fays I hatt the King, proclaims a lie'; 
E'en now a royal virtue ftrikes my eye ! 
To prove th' aflcrtion, let me juft relate 
The King's fubmiflion to the will of Fate. 

Whene'er in hunts the Monarch is thrown out^ 

As in his politics— a common thing ! 
With fearching eyes he ftarts at firft about. 
Then faces the misfortune like z!King ! 

Hearing no news of nimble Mifter Stag, 

He fits like Patxencb grinning on his nag ! 

Now, wifdom-fhiught, nis cunous eyeballs ken 
The little hovels that around him rife : 
To thefe he trots — of hogs furveys the ftyes, 

And nicely numbbrs every cock and hen. 

Then afks the iiinner^^ \fife or former's maid. 
How many eggs the fowls have laid ! 
What's in the oven— in the pot— the crock ; 
Whether ?twiU rain or no, and what's o'clock \ 
Vot.I. HI* Thtft 
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Thus from upor hovels gleaning infonnationi 
To ferve as future treafure for the nation I 

There, terrier-like, till pges find him out, 
He pokes his moft fagacious nofe about, 
. And feems in Paradife — ^like that fo fam'd ; 
Looking like Adam too, and Eve fo fair; 
Sweet fimpletons ! who, though fo very lare^ 
" Were (fays the Bible) not aj^am'd:' 

No man binds books fo well as G e o r g e the Third« 

By thirfl of leather glory fpurr'd, 

At bookbinders he oft is feen to laugh— 

And wondrous is the King in fheep or calf! 

But fee ! the Prince upon fuch labour looks 
Faftidious down, and only readeth books I—* 
Here by the Sire the Son is much iurpafl ; 
Which Fame fhould publifli on her loudefl hlaft ! 

The King beats Mon mouth-Street in caft-ofF riches; 
That is, in coats, and waiftcoats, and in breeches ; 
Which, draughted once a year for foreign flations. 
Make fine recruits .to ferve fome near relations. 

But lo ! the Prince, Ihame on him ! never dreams 
Of pretty Jewifti, economic fchemes 1 - . 
So very proud, (Pm griev'd, O Tom, to tell it) 
He*d rather give a coat away thsm/ell it ! 

Fair juftice to the Monarch muft allcfw 
Prodigious fcience in a calf or cow; 

And wifdom in the article of fwine! 
What moft unufual knowledge for a King! 
Becaufe pig wifdom is a thing 

In wMch noJSov^REiGNs e'er were known tojhine. 

Yet 
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Yet who will think I am not telling fibs ? 

The Prince, who Britain's throne in time fliall grace, 
Ne*er finger'd, at a fair, a bullock's ribs, 

Nor ever ogled a pig's face ! 

dire difgrace ! O let it not be known 
That thus a father hath excelled a fon 1 

Truth bids me own that I can bring 
A dozen who admire the King ; 
And (hould he dream of fetting off for H a N o v e R , 
As once he laid he would, to fpite Charles Fox ;- 
Draw all his little money from the (locks, 
Shut iliop, and carry ev'ry pot and pan over \ 

1 think— indeed Vmfure I know, 
Thai dozen would not let him go ; 

But in the ftruggle fpend their vital breath. 
And hug their idol, probably to death ; 
As liappen'd to a Romiih Prieil— a tale 
That, whilft I tell it, almoft turns me pale. 



THE ROMISH PRIEST. 
A TALE. 

A PARSON in the neighbourhood of Rx)MS, 
Some years ago-— how many, I don'Hay— 

Handled fo.well his heav'nly broom. 
He bruih'd, like cobwebs, fins away. 

Brighten'd the black horizon of his parifh ; 

Gave to the Prince of Darkness fuch hard blows 
That Satan was afraid to Ihow his nofe, 

(Except in hell) before this priefl fo warrifh ! 

To teach folks how to fhun the paths of evil. 
And prove a match for Mifler Devil, 

H h » Wa» 

Digitized by CjOOQlC 



3^2 »ROrH»R PBTJfIt 

Was conftantly this pious man's endeavour ; 
. And, as I Ve laid before, the man was clever,. 

Red-hot was all his zeal — ^and Fame declares, 
He gallop'd like a hunter o'er his pray'r's ; 
For ever lifting to the clouds his forehead- 
Petitions on petitions he let fly, 
Which nothing l)ut Barbarians could deny- 
In Ihort, the Saints were to compliance lomrrieJ. 

With Ihoulders, arms, and hands, this Frieft devouti 

So well his evolutions did perform ; 
His pray'rs, thofe holy fmall-lhot, flew about 

So -thick !— it feem'd like taking Heav'n hyjiwmi 

Without one atom of refle^ion^ 
No candidate at ^ eledion 
Did ever labour moxt^ and fume^ and fw^t* 
To make a fellow dumge his coat. 
And blefs him with the caiHng vot^ 
Than this dear man to get in Heav'n a feat 
For tbuls of children, women, and of men : 
No matter which the fpecies— -cock or hen J 

Thiii did he not like that vile Jefuit tlunk 
Who makes us all with horror Ihrink ; 

A knave high meriting Hell's hottafl coak ; 
Who wfote a fhocking book, to prove 
That women* charming women^ formM for lovc^ 
Ibve got no Touls I 

Monfter ! to think that Women had no foul I 
Ha ! haft thou not a foul, thou pe«rlefs Maid, 

Who bidft my rural hours with rapture roll ? 
Whofe beauties charm the fliepherds and the Ihade \ 

Yes, Cynthia, and for fouls like thine. 
Fate into being drew yon ftarry fphere ; 

Then kindly fent thy form divine. 
To fhow what woadrous blife inhabits there J 



In 
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In fhort, no drayhorfe ever work'd fo hard, 

From vaults, to drag up hogfhe d, tun, or pipe. 

As this good Prieft, to drag, tor /mall reward. 
The fouls of finners from the DeviPs gripe. 

Pleased were the highefl angels to exprefs 
Their wonder at his fineaddrefs ; 

And pow*r -igainft the Fiend who makes fuch ftrife; 
Nay, e'en St. Petek feid, to whom are giv'n 
The keys for letting people into Heav'n, 

He never got more halfpence in his life. 

'Twas added that my namefahe did declare, 
(Peter, the porter of Heav'n gate, fo trufty !) 

That, till this Prieft appear'd, fouls were fo rare. 
His bunch of keys was abfolutely ruily ! 

Did Gentlemen of fortune die. 

And leave the Church a good round fum ; 

Lo ! in the twinkling of an eye. 

The Parfon frank'd their fouls to kingdom-come ! 

A letter to the Porter, or a word, 
Infur'd admittance to the Lord. 
Nor ftopp'd thofe fouls an inflant on the road, 

To take a roajl before they entered in ; 
For, had they got the plague^ 'twas faid that God 
Had let them enter without quarantine^ 

. Well then ! this Parfon was fo much adjnir'd, 
So fought, fo courted; fo defir'd, 
Thoufands with putrid fouls, like putrid meat^ 
Came for his holy pickle, to be fweet. 

Juft as we fee old hags, with jaws of carrion. 

Enter the fhop of Mifler Wa r r en ; 
Who difappoints that highwayman calPd Timf, 
(Nottrd for robbing Ladies of their prime,) 
By giving Sixty-five's pale, withered mien> 

The biooniing rofes of Sixteen* 

H b 3 Sttcb 
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Such vaft impr^flions.did his fennons mskCf 

Hei always kept his flock, awake--^ 
In fummer too— hear, parfons, this ftrange netr^ 
Ye who fb often preach to nodding pew^ ! 

A neighboring town, into wJiofe-people*s fouls^ 

Sin, like a rat^ had eat large holes, 
Beg§*d him to be their tinker — their hole-ftopper^— 

For^ gentle reader, fin of fuch a fort is, 

It fouls corrodeth juft as aqua firtis 
Corrodeth iron^ brafs, or copper. 

They told him they would give him better pay, 

If he'd agree to change his quarters ; 
ProtefHng, when his foul fhould leave its clay, 

To rank his bones with thofij of Saint* and MAi* 

TYRS. 

This was a handfbme bribe, all Papifis know J 
But ftop — his parifh would not let him go ; 
Then nirly did the other parifh look. 
And fwore to have the man by hook or crook / 

So feiz*d Wm, like a gracdefs throng, 
The Prieft's parifliioners, who lovM him wett^ 

Rather than to another diurch belone, 
Swore they would fooner fee him lodg'd in Helt-i* 
So violent was their objeftion ; ♦ 

So very ftrong, too, their affe6kion ! 

The L ARIES, too, united intheftrife; 

Protefting that they " lov*d him as their life, 

" So fweetly he would /<wi. when dvum to pray*r ! 

" So happy in a fermon choice 1 

*' And th^n he had of nightingales the voice— ' 
" And holy water ^ve vf\^/uch an air ! 

<* Lord ! lofe fo fine a man ! — fo great a treafure I 
t^ yielding fuch quantities of iicavpnly pleafure ! 

. " Forghring 
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** Forgiving fins fo free, too, at confcffion, 

" However carhal the tranfgreffion, 

•* In fuch a charming, love-condemning ftrain !— 

** He really feem'd to fay, * Go fin again ; 

** Hell Ihall not throw, my angels, onyourfoul^ 

•* So fwcet, a fingle ftiovelful or coals/' 

; Nowf in the fire was atf the fat : ' ' 

Juft as' two bulldogs puir a cat, 
Both parifiies with furious zeal contended— 
So heartily the holy man was hugg'd. 
So much from place to place his limbs were lugg'd. 
That v^ry fatally the battle ended ! 

In fhort, by hugging, lugging, and kind fqt^ezes, 
The man of God was pull'd in fifty pieces J 

TWs work perform'd, the bones were fought for ftoutly j 
And fo the fray continued moft devoutly. 
Lo, with an arm, away one, rafcal fled ; 
This with a leg, and that the head- 
Off with the toes another goes— 
Another feizes >5//w, and gets the toes. 

Nay, fome, a relic fo intent to crib. 

Fought juft like maftiifs for a rib ; 
Nay more (for truth, to tell the whole, obliges^)^ , 
A dozen battled for his os coccygis /* 

Heav'n, that fees all things, faw the dire difpute,!" 
In which each parifh a6led like a brute ; 

Then bade the dead man as a Saint be fought ;, 
Still, to reward hini more, his bones enriches 
With powV o'er evils, rheumatifms, and itches, 

However' dreadful, and wherever caught : 
Thus, by the grace of Him who governs thunderji, 
His very toe-nail could perform, a ivonder. 



* The tip of the njmp,. 






THUS 
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THUS might our Monarch, by this dozen men, 
Be hugg'd ' — and then ! and then ! and then ! and then ! 
Then what? why, then, this direful ill muft fpringj; • 
I a good /u^jfS lofe, and thou a King ! 

No, Tom ; no more to ftrike us with amaze. 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze: 

A fetting fun art thou, fo mild thy beam ! 
Thou (like old Ocean's heaving wave no mori^ 
That lifts a fhip and fly with equal roar) 

Pour'ft from thy lyric pipe SL/o^er ftream. 

No more we hear the gale of Fame 
Wild bluft*ring with thy Master's name : 
No more ideal virtues ride fublime, 
(Like feathers) on the furge of rhyme. 

But lo the caufe ! it was the royal wh,l. 
To bid the tempeft of his praife be ftill ; 
No more to let his virtues make a rout, 
Blown by thy blafts like paper kites aboi^* • .. 

Indeed thy Sovereign, in thy verfe fo fine. 
Might juftly have exclaim'd at many a line, 

** In peacock's feathers, lo, this knave arrays mc.** 
And like a King of France of whom I've read, 
Our gracious Sov'reign alfo might have faid, 

** What have I done, that he fliould prai/e me ?.'* 

With pity have I feenthee, Son of Song^ 
Trunaling thy lyric wheelbarrow along, 
Amidft St. James's gapers to unload 
The motely mafs of pompous ode ; 

A9d 



d by Google. 



To KROTHfiR TOM. 357 

And wifti'dthe feck, for verfe the annual prize, 

To poets of a lefs renown — . 
To poor * Will Mason, who in fecret fighs 

To ilrut beneath the I^aureat's leaden crown. 

Warm in the praife, thou might'ft have been, 
Of thy great King and his great Queen ; 
But not fo diabohcaliy hot — • 

A downright devil, or a pepper-pot. 

By de^l (without thy being born a wizzard) 
Thou ought'ft to know: I mean a turkey*s gizzard | 
So chriften'd for its quality, by man, 
Becaufe fo oft' 'tis loaded with i/fl«— 
This dev'l is fuch a red-hot bit of meat 
As nothing but the Dev'l himfelf ihould eat. 

A/poon was large enough, the world well knows ! 
V Why give the pap of praife then with a ladle f 
Gently thou ihouldft have rock*d him to repofc — 
Not like a dnhiken nurfe o'erttiru'd the ci:adle, 

J do not marvel that the King was wrath, 
(Knowing himfelf no bigger than a lath,) 
To find himfelf a tall, gpgantic oak— 
^Twas too much of a magic-lantern iftroke. 

Ah ! where was Modsstt, the charming maid } 

Where was the rural vagrant flraying, 
Not to admonifli thee, an idle jade, 

When thou thy tuneful compliments were paying? 
Yet why this queftion put I, Tom, to thee ? 
Lord ! how we wits forget— fhe was with «#. 

Yes, Modesty (by very ^^^vf careft) 
- Oft condefcends to be my gueft : 

* Yes! poor Mifter Mafon ftrovc hard for the Bays; Kut lo ! the* 
fuperior Genius of Warton prevailed agaioft the united powers of the 
fufeetly'W hining B\(r\d9y xht' t^bly-buUjtfn^ Caiaftacus, and a heap of 
cikd'-wra^d Odes befides. 

From 
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From time to time the maid my rhyme reviews. 
And didates fweet inftru6lions to the Muse ; 
Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adorn, 
Juft like that bluflifni damfel call'd Miss MoRV, 

Who, fmiling from the dreary caves of night. 
Moves from her eaft with filent pace and flow 
O'er yonder (hadowy mount's gigantic brow, 

And to my window fteals with dewy light, 
Then peeping through the panes, with cherub mie«, 
Seems to aik liberty to enter in. 

Now venturing on the fables of my room, 
She fweeps the darknefs with her flar-clad broom t 
Now pleas'd a Ilronger fplendor to diffufe, 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my (hoes 5 
Smiles on my breeches, too, of handfome plufli. 

Where George's head oncem^tde no jingling found^ 
ButVhere amidft the pockets all was hufh ; 

Such awfiil (ilence reign'd around ! 
Whofe fob, which thieves fo often pick, 
Was quite a itrangerto a watch's click. 

Now cafting on my pen apd ink a ray, . 

Seeming with fweet reproof to fay ; 

** The lark to Hcav'n her grateful matins fings | 

** Then, Petef, alfo ope thy tuneful throaty 

** And, happy in a fefcinating note, 
^ Rife and falute the ^efi of Kings." 

Howe'er the woiid t' abufe me may be giv'n, 
I cannot do without Crown'd Heads, by Heav*n! 
Bards mufl have fubjefts that their geniui fuit— 
And if I've not Crown'd Heads, I muft be mute. 

My verfe is fomewhat like a game at Whift ; 

Which game, though play'd by people e'er fo keen^ 
Cannot with much fuccefs, alas ! exift, 

£xcept their bands poffefs a Kmg and Qyeen. 

I OWUi 
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I own, my mufe delights in royal folk : 

Leadrmines, producing many pretty pounds ! 

Joe Millars, furniftiing a fiind of joke ! " 
Lo, with a fdnd of joke a Court abounds ! 

At royal follies, Lord ! a lucky hit 

Saves our poor brain th' expence of wit : 

At Princes let but Satire lift his gun. 

The more their feathers fly, the more the fun. 

E'en the whole world, blockheads and- men of letter^ 

Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 

And, vice verfd^ Kings and Queens 
Know pretty well what fcandal means, 

And love it too — ^yes, Majefty's a grinner; 
Scandal that really would difgrace a ftable 
Hath oft been beckon'd to a royal table, 

And pleas'd a princely palate more than dinner. 

I know the world exclaimeth in this guife ; 
*' Suppofe a King not over- wife, 

" (A vice in Kings not very oft fufpefted) 
** Suppofe he does this childifh thing, and this^ 
** If folly conftitutes a Monarch's blifs, 

*' Shall fuch by fancy poets fland corrected ? 
** Bold is the man, old Parfon Calchas * cries, 
** Who tells a Monarch where his folly lies.** 
** Grant that a King in converfe cannot Ihine, 

-** And iharp with ihrewd remark a world alarm ; 
** What bufinefs, Peter Pindar, is't of thine ? 

" Grant puerilities— pray where's the harm.?*'— 

To this I anfwer, I don*t think a King 
*< Will go to hell for ev*ry childifli thing — 
** Yet mind, I think that one in his great ftation 
** Should fhow fublime example to a nation : 

^* And when an eagle he fhould fpring 

** To drink the folar blaze on tow'ring wing, 

* Vide Homer. 
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" With daring and undazeled eyes ; 
** Not be z Jparrow' upon chifaineys hopping^ 
** His h^ad in holes and corners popping 
" For/rW.» 

Tom, *I'm not griev'd that thou haft changed thy note^ 
And op*d on Windfor wall, thy tuneful throat ; 

For verily it is a rare old mafs ! 
Nor angry that to West thou^doft defcend j 
The King*S great painting oraCle and friend, 

Who teacheth * Jervas how to fpoil good glsrfs. 

But, fonof Tsis, fince amidfl this ode, 
' Thou talk'ft of painting, like an ardent lover. 

Of panes of glafs now daubing over, 
Dimming delightfully the great abode; 

Speak— know 'ft thou aught of Raphael's rare C^r* 

tootu ? 
I have not feen them, Tom,, for many moons ! 

Why didft thou not, amidft thy rhyming fit, 
Of thofe moft heav'nly .pictures talk a bit— 

For which the Nat ion paid down ev^ry /ou/e T 
Rare pidures, brought long fince from HamftoK 

Court, 
And by difelf -taught Carpenter cut fhort. 

To fuit the pannels of the Queen's old houfe. 

So fays report— I hope it is not true— 
And yet I verily believe it too ; 
It is lb Y\)^t/ome people I could name, 
Whofe pericraniums walk a little lame. 

Befhrew me, but it brings>to mind 

A cutti|ig ftory, much of the fame kind I 

It happ'd at Plymouth town fo fair'ah^ fweet, 
Where wandering gutters, wandering gutters meet, 

^ See the windows dciigned for the cha{(^ at WindTor* 

t Making; 
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Making in ibow'rs o^'rain a monfirous pother ; 
Bart'ringy like Rag-fair Jews, with one the other, 
With carrots, cabbage- leaves^ and breathlefs cats. 
Potatoes, tumip-topsy old ragsi, and hats : 

A town that, brings to mind Swtft*s City ShowV^ 
Where clouds to wa(h its face for ever pour; 
A town where Beau^traps und^ water grin, 
Inviting gentle ftraugers to walk in ; 
Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the Hood, 
Prepar'd to crown their vifitors with inud«- 

A town where parfons for the //way ^g^ 
On every vacancy, with godly might, 

Like wreftlers for lac'd hats and buckfkial>re6dl€ss' 
Where oft the prieft who beft his lungs enoploiy^ 
To make the rarefl diabolic noife, 

With furcft chance of vi^'ry preaches : 
Whoie empty founds alone his labours blj^&; 
Like cannon fir'd by veflels in di!ftrefs. 

A town where, cxir-d Tjy the Higher Pow'rs, 
The * Royal Tar wkh indignation lours ; 
Kept "by his Si&e from London, and from fin| 
T-o % his Catechifm to Miftrcfs Wvinf . 

# The Puke of Qarenco. 
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THE 

PLYMOUTH CARPENTER 

AND THE . 

COFFINS. 



IN the laft war French pris*ners often dy*d 
Of fevers, colds, and more good things befide : 

Prefents for valour, from damp walls and chinks ; 
A}id nakednefs, that Ibldom fees a ihirt ; 
And vermin, and all forts of dirt ; 

And multitudes of motley (links, 
That might with fmeUs of any clime compare. 
That ever fought the nofe, or fields of air. 

As coffins are deem'd neceflary things, 
Forming a pretty fort of wooden wings 

For waiting meu^o graves, for t'other world ; 
Where, anchor'd (doom'd to make no voyages more) 
The rudders of our fouls are put afliore, 

And all the fails for ever furl'd. 

A carpenter, firft coufin to the May'r, 
High Mailer Screw, a man of reputatfon^ 

Got leave, through borough int'reft, to prepare 
Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation ; 

I mean, for lucklefs Frenchmen that were dead : 

And veiy well indeed Screw's contrail fped. 

His good friend Death made wonderful demands, 
As if they play'd into eaclt other's hands ; 

As if the Carpenter and Death went fnacks— 
Wiihine to make as much as e'er they could, 
By this uutie contraft coffin wood, 

For fuch as Death had thrown upon their backs. " 

This 
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This Carpenter, like men of other trades • ^ 

Whom confcience very eaiily perfuades ' 

To take from neighbours ufelefs fuperfliiity, 
Refolv'd upon an economic plan, 
Which fliows that in the chara(5ter of man 

Economy is not an incongruity. ' 

I know/ome Monarehs fay the fame — whofe pulfcs 
Beat high for iv'iy chairs and beds and bulfes. 

For, lo ! this man of economic fort 
Makes all his coffins much too flioft : 
Yet fnugly he accommodates the dead- 
Cuts off, with mvidnfang'frt^dy the head j 
And then^ to keep it faire as well as warm, 
He gjravely puts it underneath the arm ; 
Making his dead man quite a Paris beau ! 
Hugging his jowl en chapeau bras. 



BUT, Thomas, now to thofe Cartoons of fame- 
Do afk thy Sovereign, in my name. 

What's to be done with thofe rare piAures iiext ; 
Some months ago, by night, they travelled down 
To the Queen's Houfe in Windfor town, 

At which the London folks were vaftly vex'd. 

-For if thofe fine Cartoons, as hift'ry fays, 
Were (much to this great nation's praife) 

Bought for B R I T A N N I A 's fole infpeftion ; 
UnaJkQ^ to fufFer any man to feel 'em. 
Or fufFer any forward dame to fteal 'em, 

Would be a national refledtion. 

Tom, afk, to Strelitz if they're doom'd to go, 
Becaufe the walls are naked there, I know. 

Strelitz a moufe-hole is, all dark and drear ; 
And, (hould the pictures be inclined to flray. 
Not liking Strelitz, they may lofe their way, 

iVnd ramble to fome Hebrew auctioneer ; 

I i * ' Where, 
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Whcrc^ like poor capturM negroes m a knof, 
The holy wanderers may be niadc a lot — 
And,^ like the goods at Ganraway's we handle, 
Chrift and the' Saints be fold by incA rf candle f 

Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude — 
(I fee thee ready to bawl out " Amen ;"J 

Joking apart, don't think me rude ^ 

For wiftiing to inftru6t thy lyric pen. 

Whether like trout and eels in humble pride, 
Along the fimple ftream of profe we glide ; 
Or ftirring from below a cloud of mud. 
Like whales we flounder through the l^ric flood y 

Or (if a paft'ral image charm thee more) 
Whether the vales of proife our feet explore, 
Or, rais'd fublime on Onfi's aerial fteep, 
JWe bound from rock to rock, hke goats and fiieep ; 

Whether we dine with Dukes on fifty diihes. 
Or, poet-like, againfl our wi&es,. 
On beef or pork, an economic crumb, 
(Perchance not bigger thkn our thumb, 
Turn'd by a bit of packthread at the fire) 
To fatisfy our Hunger's keen defipe ; 
A good old proverb let us keep iii view — 
Vi%, Thomas, " Give the Dev'l his due." 

Whether a Monarch, ifltiing high command. 
Smiles us to court, and fliakes us by the" hand j 
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the (houlder. 
And bid our tuneful harps in prifon moulder ; 
Sell not (to meannefs funk) one golden line— 
The Muse's incenfe for a gill of wine. 

This were a. poor excufe of thine, my friend — 
*♦ Few are the people that my Ode attend : 

" I'm like a country clock, poor, lonely thiiag, 
" T-hat on the ftaircafe, or behind the door, 
*' Cries, * Cuckoo, Cukoo,' juft at twelve and four,. 

" Aud chimes that vulgar tune, " Godfave tlie^King 
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Oh ! if deferting Windsor's lofty tow'rs. 
To fave a fixpence in his barrack bow'rs, 
A Mokarch (huffles from the world away. 
And gives to Folly's whims the buftling day ; . 
From /ucA low themes ,thy promised praife recall, 
And fing tnore wonders of the old Mud Wall. 
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PETER'S PROPHECY; 

OK, 

The president and t»OET; 
tMPORTjiNT EPISTLE TO SIR % ,$JNKS^ 

ON THB 

APPROACHING RLRGTION 

OF A 

PRESIDENT o» thb ROYAL SOCXETY* 



TVm,. JUaibifutfuat,^ nulin dijcriin/ne iuidai Vi Ito J U 

Rank is 9 farce — if people foots will be, 
A. fcavengrr and king's the fame to pk. . 

La Soci^t^ Royale 6t Londrcs fuf (brnm^ eo 1660, fixansayaiif 
notre Academic des Sdencei. £lle n'aKpoint de recompenres comme la> 
noire ; mais aaifi- die t& Ubre. Point de ces diflindions deragreaWst 
in^iiein^es fori'A.B»z' BipNoVj^^qpi dif^ribua TAcad^e des Sciences 
en Savans qu*on pvyoity & en Honoraires q.\)i d'etoient pas Savans. 
La Soci^t^ de Londrrs ind^pcndontc, ic n'^nt encouragee (^yt par dle- 
mfiniey a M compo(<6e;d$ ftijets 4)ui o^t trouv^ le calcul dc I'lnfini, lea 
Yois de U lumi^rey jcelles de pefanteuri Taberration des ^toiIeS| iet^^-^ 
f€Of)e de r66eziany lanompc 4 feu^ Ic microfcope (bl.iirey.fc beaucoup-^ 
d'auitrds inveQtion»> auiu utiles qu*;juinu rallies. Qii'auiioieht faic.dt plu9^ 
on OxAMS» HoMAi£S; s*ilsavoient^t^penfionnairesouhoDorairei^ 
Vi>L TAXRS^ fttc la Soe>^^ Royaie. . 
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THE AllGUMENT. 

A SvBLiMB and pcMtiqal Exordium, in .which, the Bard 
•pplaudethhimfelf, condeiilnetl his Sovereign, and con- 
deicendeth to inftrudt Sir Joseph Banks, F. R. S.— 
Anecdote of Julius C-«sar. and a Conjuror — Peter 
dwelleth with much folemnity on the gloomy month of 
November^ and compaFeth Sir Jos£PH Banks ta 
Jupiter and Mr. Sq\jib — Afkcth fhrewd queftions— ^ 
Sir Joseph comprehendeth their fage meaning — and 
flieth into a paflfion, and boaiteth how he revengeth 
himfelf on the fun the world enjoyeth a.t his expence— 
Sir JosFPH animadverteth wifdy on a fell from the 
prefidency to the ftate of a Jimfle fellow, obliquely and 
nobly hinting at a few traits of his own charafter— 
Peter repheth with eood advice, exhibiting at the 
fame time atikc knowledge of the fexua^ fyftem in- 
botanical affairs — Sir Joseph refufeth, Peter's coun- 
fel— Peter mentioneth men* of fcience, whom Sir 
Joseph fcorneth— Sir Joseph letteth the cat out of 
the. bag, and iheweth principles inimical to tiie caufe 
of tnie philofophy, by wifhing to make great men- 
Fellows, inflead of ijoije men — ^Peter moralifeth with 
profundity, and flappeth the bugs of Fortune for 
daring, on account of their Mammon, to place them- 
felves on a level with Genius — Sir Joseph maketh more 
difcovery of his difpofition, by abufing painting, poetry, 
and munc, and wifheth to tread in . the fteps" of his 
Sovereign — ^Peter illuftrateth the Prefident's mode of 
catching at an argument, by a beautiful fpider fimilc — » 
Sir Joseph boafteth of his tea and toaft weapons— 
Peter animadverteth with his ufual wifdom on the 
miraculous powers of meat, when applied to a hungry 
ftomach— Sir Joseph findeth out a new road to the 
}ieart — Boafteth of royal favour — Peter fmikth at it 
and frighteneth Sir Joseph — ^Sir Joseph inquiieth 
the world's opinion of himfelf— Peter giveth it with- 
out ceremony— Sir Joseph curfeth — Peter praycth 
him to be quiet, proceedeth, and telleth- terrible thin^ 
—Sir Joseph fweareth— Praifeth himfelf again for his 

^ being able to lead great folks by the nofe, and braggeth- 
^f royal whifpcrs—PETER guefleth at the royal whif- 
pers, and exprefleth pleafure thereat-— Again boafteth. 
the Prefident of what he can do — Peter folemnly fmi- 
lleth in a fuperb iiraile taken froxa wild beaft^-*Sir Jo- 
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»IPH yaunteth on his great acquaintance with vegc- 
* tables and monkeys — Peter acquiefceth in his monkey 
wifdoai, but denieth its importance, and turneth but- 
terfly and egg knowledges over to idle old Maids— 
Peter acknowledgeth the merits of Indian, booby, 
and noddy killing; lizard, bat, fairvygrafs, and lady- 
fmock hunting ; yet diiFereth with Sir Joseph as to 
the idea of its importance — ^The Pre/ident again boad- 
«th — Peter folemnly replieth, and tclleth ftrange 
matters of Sir William Hamilton— Sir Joseph 
breaketh out violently, apd with an air of defiance, on 
the fubjeft of Mr. Herschel — Peter acquiefceth, in 
fome meafbre, on the merits of Mr. Herschel, and 
propheficth more difCoveries by this aftronomer than ' 
- ftruck the imagination of Sir Joseph — Peter propht- 
■ iieth of the future grandeur of Cheltenham, by 
means of mills to fupply the great flux of people with 
paper — Peter giveth more glory to Mr. Herschel's 
glafsy than to Nfr. Herschel's Am^/ — Sir Joseph grow- 
cth abufive — Peter properly replieth — Sir Joseph 
again triumpheth— Peter cutteth him down for his laud 
on his Grace of Marlborough's fpy-glafs difcoveries^ 
and John Huntkr'^ fows and pheafants--Sir Joseph 
plumeth himfelf on Dr. Blag den --Peter praifeth 
Dr. BLAGDEN'-Sir Joseph praifeth Sir Benjamin 
Thompson, Lord Mulgrave, and the unafluming 
Quaker, Dr. Lettsome ; moreover praifeth the Doc-^ 
tor's hobby -horfe, mangel ijoorfaiy alias ivurtfei —Sir Jo- 
seph inquireth the merits of Mr. Aubert, the filk- 
inan--PETER fmileth, and anfwereth wittily— Sir Jo-. 
8EPH inqu;reth about Mr. Daines Barrington— 
Peter anfwereth in like manner--Sir Joseph's ire 
boileth over- -Peter laugheth--PETER cometh to the 
point, and telleth the Prefident in plain terms that he 
muft depend on the many, more than one, meaning our. 
mott gracious King--Sir Joseph exclaimeth v\ith his 
«fual vulgarity, and taxeth the revolting members with 
ingratitude, and flieth to meat and drink for his fu- 
ture fupporters- -Peter praifeth meat and drink, yet 
infifteth on the truth of an intended rebellion— Sir Jo- 
seph, in a train of defpondency, looketh to the Lord 
for fupport- -Peter giveth him no hopes from that 
quarter— Sir Joseph, in a tiger-like manner, breaketh 
out into rage and boafting-^PElTER acknowledgeth his 
meris, but informeth the Ih-efident of their infuffi. 

ciency 
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ciency—Sir Joseph voweth to play the* devil— p£ TEH 
exalteth Sir Joseph's intended manoeuvre, by a com'* 
parifon of a miracle frequently worked in Popifh coun« 
tries on rats and gralhoppers* -Peter (till harpeth on 
the old ft ring of Jometbing mor^-- Sir Joseph adduceth 
more inftances of merit, fuch as eating matters * that 
would make a Hottentot Vomit- -Peter acknovv ledge th 
Sir Joseph's uncommon ftomach- powers and triumph 
over reptiles; but with obftinacy infifteth uppn it that 
Ibmething more mutt be achieved— The Prefident, 
upon thfs, moft wickedly, yet moft heroically, dtcla* 
reth, that he will then (wallow an alligator— Peter 
dlfTuadeth Sir JostPH, like a friend, from his bold 
intention! and recommendeth r mcttl of a milder 
quality. 



rETEK^ 
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PETER'S PROPHECY; 

OR, 

The president and POET. 



'T^HE Bard wHq, fill'd with Friendfhip's pureft fire, 
-■^ Tun*d to a mighty King the moral lyre; 
With all the magic of the Mufe*s art, 
Smird at his foibles, and enlarged * his heart. 
Ungrateful Prince ! like moft of modern times. 
Who never thaiik'd the Poet for his rhymes : 
The Bard, with Wifdom's voice fublimely ftrong. 
Who fcar*d the maids of honour with his fong, 
Tum'd tourtiers pale, and turn'd to filent wonder 
AmbalTadors, at Truth's deep tone of thunder; 
Who in their country (fuch a timid thing ! ) 
Was never known to whifter to a king : 
The Bard who dar'd undaunted thus to tow'r, 
And boldly oracles to Princes pour. 
Stoops from the zenith of his eagle flight 
To give inftrudion to a fimple Knight, 

To C/Es A R, who th' advice with fcom repaid, 
** Beware the Ides of March^^ a conj'ror faid. 

* Verily the Lyric Bard hath caufe of triumph — hy means of a 
few hinisy the clofe 6ft of Rcyal Economy hath been a littb unclenched. 
By God's grace, and the Pott's good health, grtaicr things arc likely to 
tc accompliihcd i fuch is the power of 7^;*^/ . 

More 
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More revcrenc'd let a greater coaj'tx)!* fay, 
•* Beware, Sir Joseph Banks, St, Jndrew's Day.*^ 
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy hour, 
When, of your plumage ftripp'd, and favVite pow'r, 
Yeu quit that mace and pompous chaff of ftate, 
f And ceafe Lord Paramount of Moth' debate, 
That-awe-infpiring hammer'd fift to rear, 
Like fcepter'd Jove, and ScicriB the Auctioneer ! 

SIRJOSEPH. 

Weill what's Novemker\ * gloomy mcmth or how ? 
The day which ravages^ rtftores my pow'r. 

PETER. 
Perchance Ambition may be doom'd to mouniJ 
Perchance your honours may no more return ! • 
Think what a hoft of enemies you make ! 
What feeling mind would be a Bull at ftake ? . 
Pinch'd by this mongrel, by that maftifF^torn 5 
Who'' A make a feaft to treat the public fcoru f 
Who'd be a Be A it that grafps his club with pride. 
With wluch his Janving-mcffter drubs his hide ? 
None, dear Sir Joseph, but the arrant'ft fool 
Turns but to feel the Ihaits of ridicule, 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Your meaning, iiiend, I cafily divine ! 

PETER. 
Yes, quit for life the chair— rcfign, relign. 

SIR JOSEPH, 
No ! with contempt the grinning world I fee, 
And always 1aug;h at /i^^ who laugh at w* 

JP E T E R. 
Dear Sir Jofeph, may I never thrive 
"BxA you muil be the merrieft man alive. 

^ Oa the thirtieth of November the Pre£<ieitt is annually xhofien, 

SIR 
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SIR JOSEPH, 

Good ! but, my friend, 'twould be a black November, 
To lofe the chair, and fneak a vulgar member; 
Sit on a bench mumchance without my hat,* 
Sunk from a lion to a tame Tom cat ; 
Juft like a fchoolboy trembling o*er his book. 
Afraid to move, or fpeak, or think, or look. 
When Mifter President, with maftifF air, 
Vouchfafes to grumble " Silence" from the chaiiT. 

PETER. •' J 

All this is mordfying to be fure^ 

And more than fleih and blood can weU endtire ! 

Then to your tumip^iields in peace retire : 

Return, like Cincinnatus, country fqutre; 

Go with your wifdom, and amaze the Boor$ 

With apple-tree, und ihrub, and flow'r amours j 

And tell them, all, with widc-mouth'd wonder big, 

How gnats f can make a cuckold of a fig. 

Form fly-clubs, fhell<-clubs, wecxi-clubs,' \i you pkaiS^ 

And proudly retgnthe Pa£8ii>EifT of thefiz 

Go, and with pcfiwinkle wiidom charm ; . 

With loves of lobflers, oyflers, crabs, al^rm ; 

And tell them how^ like our% the females woo'd,, 

By kiifing, people^ all the realms of nrad : 

Thus, though proud London dares refiife your fame. 

The Towns of Lincolnshire (ball raife ydur name ; 

Knock down the bull, the nmgpie, calf, and king, 

And bid Sir yofefhon their fignpofts fwing. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

No 1 fince I've fairly monmed FoRxirHjf'^ maft. 
Till Fate fliail ciiop my hands off, I»I1 hold faft. 

^*- The Prefidcnt always wears his hat. 
f See the Nadfiral Bifl«ry«f the Fig. 

Vol. L K k pctek. 
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P ti T E R. 

And yet, Sir Jofepb, Fame reports, you ftole 
To Fortune's topmaft through the iuhberhote* 
Think of the men, whom Science {o reveres ! 
HoRSBLET, and Wilson, Maskelyne, Maseres, 
Landen, and Hornsby, Atwood, Glenie, Hut- 
ton-^ 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Blockheads ! for whom I do not care a button ! 
Fools, who to mathematics would Confine us, 
And bother all our ears with plus and minus. 

PETER. 

No more they (earch tl^e pbilofophic mine, 
To bid the journals with their labours fhine. 
And yiel4 a glorious fplendor to the page, , 
Such as when Newton, Ha ll e y grac'd the age \ 
Rctir'd, thofe members now behold with fighs 
The dome, like Egypt, fwarm with frogs and flies ; 
And you^ the Pharaoh too without remorfe, 
The fiubborn parent of the reptile curfc ; 
See Wisdom yield to Folly's rude cond'ol; 
JovB*s eagle murder'd by a moufing owl. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Poh ! poh ! my friend, I've ftar-gazers enough ; 
I now look round for different kind of fluff: 
BeQdes^'untitleJ members are mere fwine ; 
I wifli for princes on my lifl to fhine : 
J41 have a company of ftars and ffarings ; 
I'll have a proud fociety of hings / 
I'U have no miferable fqueal tomtit^ 
Whilfl Fortune offers pheafants to my fpit ! 
For me, the dev'l may take a namelefs fry- 
No fprats, no fprats, whilfl whales can fill my eye. 

* A part of the (hip well known to new Ceamen. 

PETER. 
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Thus on a ftall, amidft a country fair, ' 
Old women fliow of gingerbread their t^are ! 
King David arid Queen Bethsheba behold. 
Strut from their dough majeftic, graced with gold f 
King Solomon fo great, in all his glory ! 
Tile Queen of Sheba too, renown'd in (lory I 
The grannies thefe difplay with doating eyes; 
Delighted fee them all the louts furprife ; 
Whilft no poor bak*d plebeian^ great or fmall, 
Dares iliow his fneaking nofe upon the flail i 

Sir Joseph, do not fancy, that by fete 
Great wifdom goes with titles and euate ! 
I grant that pride and infoience appear 
Where purblind FoRTUN E thoufands gives a ycar<j 
Too many of Fortune's infers have I Teen, 
Proud of fome little name, with fcornful mien^ 
High o'er the head of modefl Genius rife, 
Pert, fbppifh, whiffling, fluttering butterflies ! 
Wesik imps ! on whom, their planets all fo kindy 
In pity to their poverty of mind. 
Around, her treafure bountifully fhed, 
Convinc'd the fools would want a bit of bread. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Since truth mufi out, then know, my biting friend, 
Philofophers my foul with horror rend ; 
Whene'er their nwuihs are open'd, T am mum- 
Plague take 'em, fliould a Prefident be dumb ? 
I loath the arts — the univerfe may know it: 
I hate a painter, and I liate a poet. 
To thefe tvip ears, a bear, Marchesi growls;* 
Mara and Billington, a brace of owl?. 
To circles of pure ignorance conduct me ; 
I hate the company that can inftruil me ; 
J wifli to imitate my King fo niccy 
Great Prince * who nt'tx was known to take advice \ 

K k i Who 
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Wbo keeps no com})any (delightful plan !) 
That dares be wifer than himlelf, good cian f 

PETER. 
In troth^ Sir Jose FH, I have often feeit ye 
Look in debate a little like a ninny, 
Struggling to grafp the fenfe with mouth, hands, eyc^, 
And with the philofophic Speaker rife ; 
Tuft like a fpiaer brufli'd by Susan's broom, 
That tries to claw its thread, and mount the room ; 
Poor fprawling reptile^ but with humbled air 
Condema'd to wbUl away behind a chair. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Still to the point-<-a rcyut let fellcwt m^; 
My pow'r is too well £x'd §ot fueh to ihake ; 
My lure aitiU'ry hath o'ercome a kjft. 

PETER. 

I own the great, paft pow'i^ of tea afid toad ! 
Ven'fon's a C^sak in the fierceft fray; 
Turtle, an Alexandsr in its way : 
And then, ia quarrels of a Jlightfr naJcaxt^ 
Mutton's a mod fuccefsfiil mediator ! 
So much fuperior is the ftomach*s (mart 
To ail the vaunted horrors of the heart ; 
E'en Lov^, who often triumphs in his grief. 
Hath ceas'd to feed on iighS) to^pant on ^e«f. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Yes, yes, my friend, my tea and butter'd rolls 
Have found an eafy paTs to people's fouls : 
My well-tim'd dinners (certMnfofks revere) 
Have left this eafy boTom nought to fear. 
The turnpike road to people's hearts, I find, 
Lies thro' their guts, or I miftake mankind ; 
Befides, whilft tlius 1 boaft my Sav*reign*s fmilei 
Let raggamuffins rage, and rogues revile. 



PETER 
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PETER. 
Alas! Sir Jose t» It! grant the King you pleafe, 
Which ev'ry courtier's eye with envy fees ; 
A glorious thing too, no man can deny it; 
Though no man evef got a Jhcpence by it ; 
Yet of our lucky ifland^ certain }L\t^G^ 
Far from £j//-mr^ty, are not mighty things : ^ 
And tho* with many a wren you make him bleft^? 
And* many a. tomtit's egg and tomtit's neft ; 
And many a monkey fhifF'd to make him grin, 
And many a flea arid beetle on a pin ; * 

And promife (to cajole tiie royal mind)' 
To make his butcher,- member, and his hind ;: 
It is not he^ with Polyphemus ftare, 
And ilern command, perpetuates the Chair K- 
I know that difafFe£lion taints the throng, 
And know the world iis I'aviJIi in its tongue.. 

. ' SIR JOSEPH* 

Ah ! tell me feirly without more delay, 

What 'tis the blackguard world hath dar'd Xxsfafr *, 

Perliaps a pretty devil Tni pourtray'd; 

The world's free brufh deals damnably \vijiaie.^ 

- PET ER. 

Thus, then, *• How dares that man his carcaie fquat;. 
•* Bold, in the facred chair where Newton lat; 
*^ Whofe eye could Nature's darkeft' veil. pervade j 
** And, fun-like, view the foHtary maid; 
** Purfue the wanderer, thro* each fecret maze, 
** And on her labours pour a noontide blaze? 
•* When to the chair Banks forc'd his bold afcent,, 
" He crawl'd a bug upon the monument^.. 

SIR. JO'SEPH.. 
Curfe them !— ^ 

PETER.. 

Have patience, dear Sfrjoleph, pray !■ 
B have not jncntion'd.hal£ the people iay ;— 

Kk3 Thur 
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Thus then again, " He beats the bears, fo rude, 

** With bulldog afpe£t, and with brains of mud ; 

*^ His wonis, like flones for pavements, make us ihirt ; 

'* Rude, roughly rumbling, tumbling from the cart ; 

** Who for importance aU his lungs employs, 

*^ And thinks tW words, like drums^ were made for noi/e : 

** A fellow fo unqualified to fhine ! 

•• Who never to the Journals gave a line ; 

^ But into Sweden cafi a fox-like look, 

•* And caught Goofe Dr y ander to write h}s book-* 

*^ Such is the mania for the claps of Fame,^ 

•* So fought by many a *fquire.and gentle dame, 

•* RefembUng beggars that on ahns grow fat ; 

** Who, if too weak tkemfdves to make a brat, 

•* Buy children up to melt the traveler's eye, 

'^ And from \Si^ pocket call the charity. 

,** Thro' him each trifle-hunter that can bring 
** A grub, a weed; a moth, a beetle's wing, 
** Shall to a Fellow's dignity fucceed ; • > 
•* Witncfs Lord Chatham and ]aks pifs-a-hed !f 
•* How IvMi he pow'rs to mufler up the face 
•* To aik a President's important place ? 
^ How with a matchle^ infolence to dare 
*' Abufe and joftle Pringle { from the chair? 

" A mothi- 

* A moft ■ pompom birth in the botanical way is to makes its ap- 
pearance fiwii ; Sir Jofeph .the reputed father, though Jonas Dryander, 
the Swede, his Secrqtt«ry> begets it. 

f Vttlgarfy called DanJcli&fU Something of this kind, (a mofl^ 
wonderful fprcies !) was prefented bj the eldeft-bolm of the great fiti^ 
for which he was created V, R. S. • 

J About the yew 1779, conduftors ^re 'ordered to be placed near 
all our magazines, to.fccuro them from the efibftrof lightning. A 
queftion then afofe^ which would heft fucceed, bbtnt or fwned coih 
dudlors ? Sir John Pringle^ with the fenfible part of the Society ^, wefe 
of opinion, as, indeed, was Dr» Franklm, that points wdre preferable 
-—Sir Jofeph Banks and his party roared loudly for the Uuntt. Tlbe 
^fptttn ran fo -high, that his Majefty took, a jairt in it : and being 
rather fartfal to tiunt eofidu&brsy thought to put an end to the matter 
. %y ^viDg his own peremptory decifion^ and'anuouncing |& the world 

* the 
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•* A nioth-hunter, a crab-catcher, a bat i 

" That owes its folc fubfiftence tot a gnat I 
•* A hunter of the meaneft reptile breed, 
•• A fool that erodes oceans for a weed ! 

" Once towering Science piade Crane-court * her 
** home, 
** And heav'n-born Wisdom patronised the dome; 
•' With awful afpe6t at the portal ihone, 
** And to her manfion woo'd the wife alone : 
*' Now at the door fee moon-^''d Folly gri% 
*J Invitjng birds-ncft hunters to come in ; 
•* Idiots who fpecks on eggs devoutly ken, 
" And fiirbifli up a folio on a wren." 
You fee the world, Sir Joseph, fcoms tc fiatteiw* 

SIR JOSEPH. 

By G-d \ I think it hath not minc'd the matter. 
Yet, by the Pow'r who made me, Peter, know, 
I'm hon^ur^d^ fi}ir'd/tt^ wherefoe'er I go f 
Soon as a room 1 enter, lo, all ranks 
Get up to compliment Sir Jo'SEph Banks I 

PETER. 

And then fit down again, I do fuppofe ; 
And then around the room a whifper goes, 

«hc fupcriority of Mhs. To confirm his ^r5«/and luije opiiuon^ noBs - 
\itxt aiftually fixed on iron rods at the end of Buckingham Houfc. 
This, however^ was not all ; on the birth day, his Majcfty deiired Sir 
V>hn to live it to the world, as the opinion of the Rc^al S6dety, thaf 
Dr. FhrnkTm was v^rmig. The Prefident replied^ l&e a maD> that td 
was not in his power to reverfe thi order of Nature. The Sovereign 
could not tiS\\yJee that, and therefore rtpeattd his command s.~rTcaze4 
by the King, ffOrtl' time to xitiil, tooppofe the decided opinion of the 
Febellioin Franklin, and the hws of Nature ; and* constantly barked at 
By Sir Jofeph and his moth-hunting phalanx ; he refigncxi the chair, 
and retamed to Scotland. — The honour was inftsxaxMoid]^ fiu^fiScdMt, 
and caught by the prefenc poi&iror, Jitch as he is I 

* The fooms of the Rx>yal Socie^ are remored from Craoe-court to 
Soincrfet-plact^ 

« Lord, 
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j8<> feter's rRQ^HECr. 

•* Lord, that's Sir Joseph Banks! how grand his look f 
•* Who fail'd ail round the world with Captain Cooil t^*' 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Zounds f what the devil's fame, if this be not ? 

PETER. 

Sir Joseph, prithee don't be ftich a fot — 
Thofe wonderful admirers^ man, were dozens 
Of frefli -imported, flaring country couiins. 
To London comCy the waxwork to devour,. 
And fee their brother ^<?rty^/ within the Tow *r. 
' True feme is praife by men of wj/2^«»giv'n, 
Whofe fouis'difplay fome workmanfhip di Heav'^f 
Not by the wooden million — Nature*s chips^ 
Whofe twilight fouls are ever in eclipfe; 
Puppies ! who^ though on idiotifm's dark brink,. 
Becaufe they've heaJsif dai:e faiicy they can M/»>^ 

SIR JOSEPH. 
What though unletter'dy* I can lead the herd,. 
And laugh at lialf the members to their beard- 
Frequent to Court I go ; and, 'midft the ring, 
I catch moft graciou3 wftifpers from the Kln<5— r 

PETER. 
And welf (I think) I hear each precious fpeedi, 
In fentiment fubfime, and language rich ; 
•* What's new. Sic Joseph ? what, what's new found out? 
" What's the fociety, what^ what about? 
" Any more monfters, lizard, monkey,, rat, 
^ Egg, weedy moufe, butterfly, pig^ wha^ what, what ? 
*• Toad, fpider, grafshopper, SirJosEPHBANKs? 
•* Any more thanks, more thanks, more, thanks, morr 
« thanks.J' 

*• In fpitc of our obfe^ion to Sir JofepK as a Pfcfidcnt, wc mufl^ allow 
his candour in acknowledging hi mfelf i/»^(fr/frr<^, as he r«dty was refufci^ 
^bis degree at -Cambridge, though every intercft was ioaplorcd to make. 
kirn pafl niuAer». 

" •* Yoit 
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Peter's prophecy. 381 

" You ftill eat * raw flefh, beetle, viper, bat, 

" Toad, tadpole, frog, Sir Jofeph — \yLat, what, what?" 

Such is the language of Xhcfirfi of Kings, 
That many a iighing heart with envy ftings ! 
And much Tm pleas'd to fancy that I hear 
Such wife "and gracious whifp^rs greet your ear : ' 
Yet if the greater p&rt of members' growl, 
Tho* owls themfelves, and cMvicyou for an owl, 
And bent the great Sir Joseph Banks to humble, 
Behold the Gi'ANT President muft tumble, 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Zounds!. Sii^theO*KAT»ovEs toftly wWfttecottit: 
I havi 'em ev*iy one bedeath my thumb. 
Electors, MxnoR A Vfes, PpiNCBs^raefemy Hft: * 
And (hall a ifttt? f>oor riiggtdregues refill, 
Becaufe (a flock of aifii^nomic gulls !) 
The cobweb 'Mdikematks cloud their i^lb ? ' 
The Gre^t, when beckon'd to, mv caute (hall aid. 
And happy, -mStilt themfehres with thanks o*er-pai^ : 
Thcfe (hall arife, and, with a iingle frbwti, 
Beat tb^ bold front oif Opposition doVirti. 

PETER. 

Thus, by a wofd, the Showman at the Tow'r 
Eiterts on brother favages his pow'r ; 
Bids Nero, 0«s ar, Pompey, fpread 'tfieir paws. 
And fhow the hortxrrs of their gaping jaws ! 

. SIR JOSEPH. 
By heav'ns ! I've merit, fay whate*er you pleafe ! 
Can name the vegetable tiibes with cafe. 
What monkey walks the woods, or climbs a treCi i 

Whofe genealogy's unknown to met 

^ Ambitious of an uncommM path to the tcmplfe of Fame, which n» 
man besides himfdf dared to tread, the Knight often czercifed his teeth 
in fuch repafts; before a nuigber of wonderit^ fpe^tors. 

PETER 
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382 Peter's prophecv. 

. . PETER. 

I grant you, Sir, in monkey knowledge great ; 
Yet fay, fhould monkeys give you Ng^wton'sftAt? 
Such merit fcarcely4s enough to dub 
A man'a member of a country club. 

With novel fpecks on eggs to fcaft the eye ; 
Or gaudy colours of a butterfly ; 
Or new-found fibre of fome grafly blade, 
Well fuits the idle hours of fome oU maid^ 
(\Vhofe figfas each lover*^ vanifh'd fighs deplore) 
To murder time when Cupids kiU no more ; 
NotiM^, who, laboring with a Titan niind^ 
Should fcale the ikies to benefit mankind. 
I giant you full of anecdote, my friend— 
B<ms motsy and wondrous Tories without end ; 
Yet if a tale caii claim, or jeft fo rare. 
Ten thou/and gqj^ps might , demand the chair. 

To (hoot at boobies,* noddies, with fuch luck^ 
And pepper a poor Indian like a duck ; 
To hunt for days a lizard, or a gnat^ 
And run a dozen miles to catch a bat ; 
To plunge in marihes,. and to fcale the rocks,. 
Sublime,, for fcurvygrafs^uuilady-finocksjf 
V Are matters of pi*oud triumph, to be fure, 
And fuch as Eame^s feir volume fhould fecure t 
Yet, to my mind, it is not fuch a feat. 
As gives a man a claim to Newton's feat., 

" SIR JOSEF.HU 

Yet are therfe men of g-enius who fiipport me ! 
Proud of my friendfhip, fee Sir William court me ? 

* " Great and manifold were Sir Jofcph's triumphs over thefc <fc» 

* fcncclefs ammals," fays Dr. Hawkfworth's moft mifcraWc account ; 
wh'ch migh^ more properly be chri(Vcned, ** The Hiftory of Sir Jofegh 
Banks/' fo much, indctd, is Sir Jofeph cbe A«ro of the tale. 

f See Hawkfworih's accouBt of Captaio Cook's Voyage, 

• . ■ FETER. 
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Peter's pkophecy. 383 

PETER. 

Great in the eating knowledge, all allow ; 
' Wha fent you once the fumen of a fow ;* 
Far richer food than pigs that lofe their breath, 
Whipp'd, like poor foldiers on parades, to death. 
Sir William ! hand and glove with Naples King ! 
Who made with rare antiques the nation ring ; 
Who, when Vesuvius loam'd with. melted matter, 
March 'd up and clapped his nofe into the crater^ 
Juft with the fameyff«§--/ro/V that Joan the cook- 
Cafts on her dumplings in the pot a look. 

But more the world reports (I liope untrue,) 
That half Sir William's Mugs and Gods are ne^.o ; 
Himf elf th& baker of th' Etrurian ware, 
That made our Britifli antiquarians fta're; 
Nay, that he means ere long to crofs the main. 
And at his Naples oven fweat again ; 
And, by his late fucceffes rendered bolder, 
To bake new mugs, and gods fome ages older ! 

SIR Joseph: 

God blefs us ! what toHERscHEL dare you fay, 
The agronomic genius of the day. 
Who foon will find more wondersi in the fkies, 
And with more Georgium SUufes furprife ? 

PETER. 
More J£Xnzs in the moon— w^r,^ cinder loads ! 
Perhaps mail-coaches on her turnpike roads, 
By fome great Lunar Palmer taught to fly. 
To gain the gracious glances of the eye 
Of fome penurims man of high degree, 
And charm the monarch with a pojiagefrec ; 

* Sir W. Hamilton, who fcnt Sir Jofeph from Italy this precious 
•frofeikC. This mode of making it propeily is, by tying the tears of a 
fowy foon after ibe harh litteced ; continuing the ligature till the poor 
creature is nearly cxhaufl^ed with torture^ and then cutting her throat. 
The efiTe^s of the milk di0\ifcd through this hdl^ part aix fo delicious, 
as to be thought ample atonement for the barbarity. 

Such. 
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3^4 PBTEl's PROPHBCY.^' 

Such astoCaELT'NAM waters ut^ their wajr^ 
Where C lo a c r n a hold^ her ft^ fway ; 
Where paper-4nills fhall load with wealth the town. 
And er*ry Ihop iliall deal in whiti/k brawn ; 
Where for the coach the King was woritto watch. 
Loaded with E(h, fowl, bacon, and difba]tch ;* 
Eggs and fmall beer, potatoes, too, a (tore. 
That coil in Chelt'nam market two -pence more; 
Converting thus a coach of matcUefs art, ^ 
With two rare geldings, to 2Lfutler*s cart. 
But, voluble Sir Jofeph — ^not fo fiaft— 
The fame of He KscHELisa dying blaft :' 
When on the moon be firft began to peep, 
The wood'ring world pronounc'd the gazer, dt^, ; 
But wifer now th' vn-wondVing world, alas ! 
' Gives all poor Herschel's glory to his glafs ; 
Convinc'd his boaded aftronomic ftrength 
Lies in his tubeU^^ not hestd^s tnormws length. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
What, niggard ! not on Herschel feme beftow, 
So curious a difcov'rer ? — 

PETER. 
No ! man, no ! 
Give it MuDGEjJ whofe head contains more kjws 
Than ^truft me) ever lodg'd in Herschel*s houfe. 

* Mr. Palmer very getutou/Iy offered his ^ereign atnsul-coach to 
carry letters and -dirpaccho^ to and from,CkelteDhao(i. The offer was io^ 
^reat to be refufcd — a' fplendid carriage was built for the occaiion : his 
nioft economic Nfajcfty, however, wifely knowing that fomcthing more 
than a few letters might be contained in Mr. Palmer's vehicle, con- 
verted it, as the poet hath obferved, in&o a cart, and (vrti many a fix- 
ipence. 

f We would not detraft from Mr. 'Herfchel's real mtrit.^By a 
, trufi, German cart-houf«lahour, he mad« a little improv«mcm.oo Dr. 
Mydge's method of conftrudting mirrors ; fuch are this gentleman's prclcn- 
'fioQS to a niche in the temple of Fame.— tAs for his raatheiaatical abU • 
titles^ they can fcarcely be called tiit Jhadows of Science. 

■J Dr. Mudgc of Plymouth. 

.4 SIR 
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pjster's prophecy. 3?5 

SIR JOSEPH. 

4t*o, at my call the noble Marlb'rough's vote, 
Y^ofe obfervations much our fame promote, 

• PETER. . , 

Who from his Blenheim chimneys wonders fpies— 

The daily advertifer' oi the Ikies : 

Who equals his great anceftor in head ; - 

A hero * who could neither write nor read? 

Thus equal form'd, to all the world's furprjfe j * 

As one/wept earth, the other fiveeps the fkies. 

^ SIR JOSEPH. 

Hunter f with filh intrigues our houfe regales — 

PETER, 

The tender hiftory of cooing whales I J — 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Great in the noble art of gelding fows ! -;* 

PETER. 
And giving to the boar a barren fpoufe ! 
Who proves, what many unbelievers Ihock-s, 
That age converts Jien pheafants into cocks / 
And why not, fince it is deny'd by no man 
That age hath made John Hunter an Old Woman } , 

* The famous Dukft of Marlborough was reported to h&ve^bcen an . 
illiterate man ; which fliows that a headpiece for the arts and fcienccs, ^ 
and a headpiece for facing ^annon-balls, ar« wifely formed of different ' 
materials. 

^ John Hituter aAually received the Socfety's gold medal for three 
papers, viz. on fow-gelding ; on the wolf, jackall, and dog j proving \ 
inepnttftably, what the world knew before, that the aforefaid animals • 
were bona fide of the fame fpecies : alfo on the loves of whales. 

X See article 30, 1780," in the Philofophical Ti-anfa6lions, where Mr. 
John Hunter gives a wonderful account of a pheafant with three legs, ." 
that by age changed fronj a female io a male. 

Vol. I. L 1 Believe 
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;^6 iVtTBa^S VtOPITBCY*. 

Believe me, full as well might Paoiils: bring 
Qjjilb from a Seraph's tail, or Cherub's wing ; 
Saint DuvsTAN'^crab f!ick, wltich the Saint uncivil 
Broke on the back of our great foe the TXbvil ; 
^MNT Andr£w's toe, Saint Agatha's old fmock, 
And ilon#s that rattled round Sa^nt Stephcn's block:; 
Saint Jqsbfh's fight fa deep, preferv'd in bottles. 
Amounting, legends £iy, to niauy pottles ; 
iCaugbt as the Saint, with all his^ghtaad main. 
Was cloving biUct9, for his fv^ 'm twain ; 
Or bones * from Catacombs to form n^sw faints, 
To cure, like all quack medicines, all complaiats'! 
Such might the journals of the houfe record, 
As ^^ell. as Hu n t e bl's wondrous cock-hen iird^ 

Srit JOSEPH. 
jLike Blagi>bn who can-write and deeply think? 

PETER. 

Who write like him on iron moulds and ink ?f 
See Ihirts and Ihifts, by iron-^moulds thiat rot, 
By Blag den's wifdom lofe each yellow fpot J 
. For /////, iliall laundry virgins lift their voice ; 
Napkins and damaik tablecloths rejoice; 
Kuffies and caps, and iheets, -and pillow-caf<% 
Lofe their fad ftains, and fmile with lily hct^. 
Lo ! to improve oi man the foaring mind, 
For facred iciencej to his Riin unkind, 
3)ki Do6k)r Biagden in an even % bak^ 
' Brown as ^urnt coSkt or a barley .-cake, 
Whili^, down his nofe proje^ing, iv^t^ in tills 
Itaiay'ry A>w'dilike iKi^rtihornilrearos from ftUls* 

^ In.11672, four huodipdifamfis were recruited; fucKwastlieeitn* 
•sdiuaiy harvcft of baptiY^d and canonised bones Iron tkeCatacou^Vt afr 
^me. Vidi KeHgiouP Rites and Ccremooies* 
f Vide ArticlQ 39, i7«7, of rh« Philof. TfanC 
% The Dodlor's body in cbe hqt oven, with hia mOb pnj«£Uaf fro«i 
dho bokio( aii^ wovU i^ ao bad Xu^'e^ for. the j^saxcr. 
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SIR JOSEPH. 

Great Duckweed Thompson,* all my foul reveres t 
And MuLORAVE charms me with his ardljic bears; 
My eyes with (hells, lo ! limpet Davies greets ! 
And Doftor Lettsomb with his rare horte-beets ! 
Beets, that with fhame our parfntps ihall o'erwhelm^ 
And feirly drive potatoes from the realm i 
Beets I in whofe juft applaufes we arc hoarfe all ; 
Such arc the wondrous powers of Man^i Wor/aL^ 

PETER. 

Beets that fliall keep gaunt FamiKb to his Gafty. 
And make him on Gentoos, as ufual, feaft ; 
Whilft cv*ry lucky Briton that one meets 
Shall ftrut a Falstaff, fuchf the pow'r of Beets ! 
Beets ! that muft bring the Quaker wealth and iame^ 
And give his cheek the viipn glow of (bame ; 
Who ne'er, meek man, was known a face to pufh, 
Nor iiear his own appkufe without a bluih ! 
Beets.! that fhall form an epoch in our times, 
And thuS| by Peter prais*d, embalm his rhymes I 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Then^ what of Aubbrt {think you, that great many 
Whofe broad eye deems creation fcarce a fpaa ? 

PETER. 

Who weekly with his watch is feen to nui^ 
Tl^e little pupil of a Greenwich fun, 
To learn the motions of old Time, and mock 
Iht fatal errors of each London clock. 

* Sir Benjamin^ a ieeond Linnaeus, 
•f- The more pompous name of the 6«et. 

% A filk merchant) and F. R. S. who, every Sundayi wet or dryt - 
cloudy or funihirtei calm or windy, vifits Greenwich, to catch the fun 
on the meridian. Such is this gentleman's rage for*the art, that he now 
has at Loampitt-Hill, near Greenwich, two thoufaud pouads worth of 
. nftroifiomical.iiiftnmcoo. 

L 1 a Thus 
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388 Peter's PK.aP9;cT. 

Thus Lu BIN, from his folitary Down, 
Leads little Lubin to a neighb'ring town : 
The lad with ecftacy furvcys the fccne ; 
Then home returning,, with triumphant mien, 
Corre£ls his mother's, fifter's converfations, 
And wonder at his ignorant relations. 
Ai BEKT who meritcth indeed applaufe ! 
Fuii of high-founding phrafes, and W\{t/aivs ; 
Who from his cradle iearn'd the ftars to lifp, 
And to a meteor * turn'd a wilt-o'-wifp ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Fray, then, what think ye of our famous Daines ? 

PETER. 
Ti^ml of a man deny^d, by Nature, hainsf - 
Whofe trafh fo oft the royal leaves difgraces : 
Who knows not jordans, fool ! from Koman vafes ! 
About old pots his head for ever puzzling. 
And boring earth, like pigs for troufles f muzzling; 
Who like wife from old urns, to crotchets leaps, 
Delights in mufic, and at concerts 72ir^/j.J 

^SIR JOSEPH. 
Zounds ! 'tis in vain, 1 fee, to utter praife !— 

PETER. 

Then mention fome one who deferves my lays, 

* One fortunate evening, as he jvas returning from his beloved .ob« 
fervatory, a Jack-i-lantern fpning ufJ nnd played fome tricks before the 
philofophical (ilkman, whofe optics, too api to magnify objeds, con- 
verted it into 'an amaiziug meteor, with which the royal journals iboii 
after blamed, 

f There are pigs kept expitfsly for hunting troufles in fome parts of 
England. 

X Such are the powers, of foranolency over Mr. Daines Bamngtoo— 
at feveral of the Hanover-fquare concerts hath the Lyric Peter fecn the 
Antiquarian in feemhig muiical fpeculation, but verily amufed wilh a 
snoft comfortable cap* 



SIR 
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^ ' SIR JOSEPH. 

Know thekiy I Ve fent to diiknt parts to £ai 

Beings the mod uncommoti of their kind : 

The greatefl mcm^rs of the land and watcr-^ 

PETEK. 
The beautiful deformities of nature ! 
Birds-witbout hc»ds, and tails^ and wings, and l^s. 
Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and fpecklefs eggs ; 
Snails from Japan, and \va^s, and Indian jays, 
Command attention, and excite our praife c 
Chopfticks and backfci^pers are curious things ; 
Scalps, and tobacco-pipes, and Indian firings; 
Such as to charm the wond'ring Cits we fee, 
Where DonSalteko * g^ves his Sunday's tea; 
Great Don Saltero, lume of high reaown, 
Who treats, too, with immortal rolls the town ! - 

Rare are the buttons of a Romanes breeches, , 
In antiquarians eyes furpaf&ng riches i - 
Rare is each crack'd, black, rotten,' earthen diffi^' 
That held of ancient Rome the-ftefh'^and fiih ;■ 
Rare are the talifmans that drove the Devil, 
And rare the bottles, that contain'd old fnivel. 
Owls' heads, and fnoring frogs, preferv'd in fpirits, 
Mofl certainly are not without thei^ merits ; 
Yet thefe to gain, and give to public view, - • ' 
Lo ! I'ar.kinson knows full as well asvoti ; 
Asdid Sir AsHTON fem'd, whofe mental pow'r 
Juft reach'd to tell us by the clock the hour. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Poh ! p-x I don't laugh — fuch things are rich and fdarce. 
Btfomething fecred — ^let not all be force. 

-PETER. 
Sir Jofephi I mufi laugh when things like thefc 
Beyond fuhllmities have po w 'r to pleafe ; 
♦ AtChel&a. 

LI 3 To 
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J9^ PETifa's pROPHCcr. 

To crowd with fuch^ewr litt/ene/s youT walls, 

Is putting Mafter Punch into St. Paul's. 

Yet, to the point—- the place on which you dote 

Hath been for ever carried by the vote. 

Know then, your parafites begin to bellow, 

And call you openly a Ih allow fellow : 

In vain to fmillng Majefty you fly ; . 

'Tis on the many that you muft rely : 

Wtn' blockheads bluth, fo much are they afham'd— 

SIR/JOSXPH. 

They and their modefft bluflies may be d— n'd. 
Ungrateful fcoundrels ! eat my rolls and butter. 
And daring thus their infolences mutter I 
Swallow my turtle and my beef by pounds. 
And tear my ven'fon like a ^ack of hounds ; • 
Yet have the impudence, the brazen iaccj 
To fay 1 ^m not fitted for the place ! 
In God*s name let iny wine in torrents flow ! 
E*en be my houfe a tavern in Soho I 
Of daily venTon let me try the force. 
And keep aii open houfe for man and horfe. 
Oh ! let me hold .by any means the chair ! — 
To keep that honour every thing I dare ! 

PETER. 

I own that nothing like good cheer fucceeds— 
A man's a God whofe hogfliead freely bleeds : - 
Champaigne can confecrate the damned'fl: evil : 
A hungry Parafife adores a Devil ; 
In radiant virtues his poor hoft arrays, 
And fmooths him with the goflimer of praife ; 
jStuff 'd to the throat till repetition tires, 
And Gluttony's hugegreafy wifti expires; 
Apofiate then, the knave ^enies his church, 
And leaves his Saint, with laughter, in the lurch* 

.In (liort, your gormandizers and-your drinkers 
Quit their old faith, and tur^i out rank firc^-thinkers. 

' Pead 
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Peter's PRdPH£CT< ^391 

Dead is the novelty of fine fkt haunches, 
And' Jruth no longer facrific'd to paunches : 
A ill a m 'd, at length, the fad •repen tant sinners 
All blufh to barter flatt'ry foi' good dinners : 
No charms furround the knocker of your doqr, . 
That beamed with, honour, but now beams no more ! 

> SIR JOSEPH. 
Betray 'd by thofe ou whom my all depends !— 

PETER. 
Becray*d, like Caesar, by his bofom friends ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Though man, v»ngrateful man, his aid deny ; 
The Pow'r whofe wifdom rules yon lofty Iky, 
May grant his gracious and protecting pow'r, 
And aid my efforts in the trying hour 1 

PETER. /' 

Left by your earthly friends, I fear your pray *rs, 
Mod pious President, won't mend a ffairs : 
The Pow'r you mention, with all-feeing eyes, 
Well knows your little rev'rence for his ^/Vj.* 
Thus may your pray'rs be vain, however hearty; 
Befides, Heav'n oft'nefl joins the y^ro/z^^ party. 

SIR jo:eph. 

*Sblood ! Have I praAis'd ev'ry afrt in vain ? 
Undaunted fac'd the dangers of the main ? — 

PETER. 

j^nd fac'd Queen Obore a in the boat, 
-^W loft your Qioesand ftockings, and your coat: 
A circu»nflance that much the tale enriches, 
J3ut providentally prfefcrv'd your breeches I 

* The Poet here moflt facctioufly and beaurifully alludes to thcfecef- 
4iou of the agronomical geniufes from the Society. 

Foi 
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'}9^ yST£Jt'$ mOPSSCT. 

For unknown weeds, dar'd unknown paths esiqpkMS 
And frighten Vi canibais £pom fliore to flioie ; 
Oil each new idand clapp'd King Geoi^e's (eal, 
A (harp impreffion too <k hardejijted; 
Whilft witnefs Piftol and hk brother Gun* 
Lo6k*d with a fminted approbatian on. 
A decent method of appropriation, 
And adding glory to die Britifh nation ! 
True, ytiu have try*d to be as great as be. 
The vent'rous Tro jAT», fportof wind and fea. 
Who left old Troy, his parilh, far from home, 
To find a lodging foi* imperial Rome :— 
Yet are thofe feats what vulgars term a bore ; 
Stale ftuff — the Members look for fomething more. 
I grant, you naked with your fcrvants praric*y, 
To Ihow how folks at Otaheit6 danc'd : 
And much the frnjling audience you amus'd, " 
Though' De/:ency, indeed, the dance abus'dj ♦ 

She, blufhing damfel, turn'd her head afide. 
And wifh'd a whip to ev*ry hopping hide. 
Grant that you fent, to cliarm the public eye, 
Egyptian ftones,* that form'd for hogs a ftye ; 
With fceming haeroglyphics on their faces, 
'That prov'd unfortunately pigs'-feet traces : * 
Yet, lo \ like bullocks in a fair, they roar. 
Or vacate bid you, or do fomething more. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
'Sdeath, then, I'll fpit in ev'ry bIockead*s face ; 
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from difgracf. 

PETER. 
Thus when a hofl of grafshoppers and rats, 
By men undaunted, uuabalh'd by cats. 
In hopping and in running legions pours, 
AlFrights the Papifts, and their grafs devours ; 

^ Sir Jofeph fent fome curioui £^ptian Aones to the Britilh Mufeoair 
fach was his zeal for the honour of Hieroglyphics ; but, as that building 
foffeflcs already as much of the antique as it can well authenticaU^ thef 
ivexe returned in a cart upon his hands. 

3 Lo, 
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Lo, armM with prayers to thunder iii their ears^ 

A Bishop boldly meets the buccaneers j 

Sprinkles his holy water on the fod, * 

And drives, and damns them in the name of God ! * 

You purge the tainted dwelling from difgrace, 
By boldly fpjtting in each Member's face ! ♦ 
Where, fiveet Sir Jofeph, will you find the fpittle, 
Since what would float the Albion f were /w liulg.t 

With Solemn, fentimental ftep, fo flow, 
I fee you through the ftreets of London go> 
With poring, fludious, flaring, earth -nau'd eye, 
As heedlefs of the mob that buftlcs by. 
This TOtfj a fcheme of wifdom, let me fay j. 
But lo, this trap for feme hath had its day ;. , 
And let me tell you, what I've urg'd before, 
The reftlefs Members look for fomething more* 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Zounds r han't I fwallow'd raw flefh like an hound? 

On vileft reptiles rung the changes round ? 

Eat ev'ry filthy infe£t you can mention ; 

Tarts made of grafshoppers, my own invention ? 

Frogs i tadpoles by the fpoonful, long-taiPd imps ; 

And munch'd cock-chafers jufl like prawns or mrinips J 

PETER. 
In troth, I'vefeen you many a reptile eat, 
And heard you call the dirty diQi a treat;- 
Gft liave I feen you meals on monke)'s make ; . , , 

>Jay, Hercules furpafs — devour your Snak.£ f 
And make as little of a toad or viper, 
As pelicans of mack'rel or a piper j 

* This is aftually done in Roman Catholic countries by order of the 
church. In feme places two attorneys arc employed in the affair of the 
grafshoppers ; one for the graisUoppers, the otiicr for the people : but it 
is the fate of -the grafshoppers to have the worft of it, as they arc always 
anathematixed, and ordered to be excommunicated if they do not quit 
(he place within a certain number of days. 

f One of out firft-rates. 

An* 
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And wrigglixig found yotir mouth its little claw^. 
Have heard a bat cry " Murthcr !" in your jaws? 
¥et, hear, Sir Jtofeph, what I* ve faid before, 
The blulhing; Members look forfomething more. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Hell fei2C the pack !*-unconfcionablc dogs } 
Snakes, fpiders, beetles, chaffers, tadpoles, frogs^ 
All fwatiow'd to difptay what man can do^ 
And muft the villalns^rV/ have fomething new P"^ 
Tell, then, each pretty Prssidsnt Creatox^ 
O— d d»mn hlm,^ that Ml eat an Alligator ! 

FETER. 
Sir Jofeph, pray dont cat an AlHgatoi^— 
Go fwaUow fomethin| ofK/ofter nature ; 
Feaft on the arts and fences, and learn^ 
Sublimity from trifles to difcem : 
With fliells, and flies, and daifies,vCOver*d o'^r^- 
Let pert QyEEN Fiddle fa^dhmle. rale no more;. 
Thus'fliall Phii-osophy herfoflPrage yield. 
Sir Joseph wear his hat,* and hammer wield ; ' 
No more fli^l Wisdom on the Journals ftare,. 
Nor Newton's f image blufli behind the chair. 

' ^ The Piefident has the hieftinva^le and fole privU«ge of fitting co» 
veredattbe Royal Society's meetings.^— The hammer forms a part of the 
regaliat to command (ilence, and roufe the Members from their happf 
(lumbers, whilft their Secretary, Dr. Blagden, proclaims ran newt from 
the moth, bat, butferfiy, and fpider countries. 

f The pi6tiireof this great man is immediately behind the chair of 
the Prefident. 
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PETERS PENSION: 

A SOLEMN EPISTLE 

TO 

A SUBLIME PERSON4GJE. 



««< My heart isdnditing of s good matter— I fpeak of the things which 
M I have made, unto (he Kino. Psalm uv.*^ 

** N^n f^lfiim titum vivtrt^ ^ucJSju U^ 
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THE ARGtJMENT, 

A Geand Exordium^ containing news from yench9^* 

Peter informetb- Majesty, of the gre^t noifc on 

their refpe6tive accounts— and talketh of . Sampson 

.and DALILAH---The London Coffee - houfes Sind the Moyal 

Exchange — Peter explkineth the caiife of the great 

• noife, and ejaatlaietb-^-XiaWitxh of preparations at the 
Palace for his difgrace and murder-— Petkr. inforriieth 
Majesty of what Majesty hath been informed — 

' complaineth that he hath bfcen pi6lured a downright 
iA?w-— beggeth Uiat a proper inquiry may be inftitu- 

, ted— Peter pronounceth himfelf oo devil — IP etek 
writeth fofi fomiets, to prove that he hath not a bard 
heart. 

Peter talketh of courtiers ^nd court matters.--of what 
the world wickedly faith of him— Peter cannot con- 
vince the world— me ntioneth the defpondence of the 
news- papers, magazines, and reviews — alfo the famine- 
in poetry — Peter exculpateth Majesty— Peter 

refnfeth modertly hintetn at Royal misfortunes, 

diamondsf nabobs, and an a6lion of^ /rox-^r— Peter 
prophefieth mournfully— giveth the hiftory of Nebu- 

* chadnezzar's grafs diet— Peter affordeih good 
reafons for refufing a penfion— -relateth an anecdote 
of a dead arcbbl/hop" r-formcth a fcheme for univerfal 
happinefs, by difcovering Sin and Shame to be a 
pair t)f impoftorSy and for making mournful Sunday 
merry— -Peter outdoeth old poets in egot'ijht— con*. 
.demneth Miftrcfs Damer the great Jbejlatuarvj for 

aitempihig our mod fublime Sovereign Peter, 

like many authors^ exhibiteth prodigious acquaintance. 

, with ancient literature, by mentioning the namesi, of 
JupiTERy Phidias, Praxiteles^ Virgil, and Au- 
gustus C^sar»--Peter pufFeth agaia— Peter pro*- 
duceth a tale about Majesty, Mr. Robinson, Al- 
derman Skinner, and choaked Jbefp-^-AMo a tale 
of Majesty and Parfon Young, whofc neck was 
unfortunately unhinged at a hunt. 

Prter dill hankereth after penfidns— declaimeth on 
the powers of poetry, as alfo on bis ouon miraculous 
powers- -Peter profefleth inoL pendency, and great 
capability of making a hearty mutton-bone dinner like 
Vol. I. M-ra Andrew 
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Andrew MarreU— Pbter dHhiiftcth his fortitude — 
quoteth Oppofition men for pitiful defertion of prin- 
ciple, and dtfcantrth on money*— Pit e a telletn an 
appoftte tale of Lady Huntingdon's Farfoiiy a dog, and 
a *fquire. 

Peter quoteth the *t$md and Mr. Eden — exhihiteth 
snore fynif toms of penfi<m-iove-«-coacludeth in a foipk 



PETER'8 
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PETER'S PENSION. 



D' 



|R£AD Sir, die rams horns that blew down 
The walls of Jekicro's old town. 

Made a moil monfhtous uproar, all agree : 
Bu%k>! a louder ndfe around usn^^ 
About tw<^ moft impoitett pcr£onagss.; 

Ko le&y my Koyal Liegb, than You and Me i 

In fhoity iKtgraater te Ptti^xHT^ss Mtfde 
When Dalilab, alitde m«fol jade^ 

(Indeed a -mj pittcv gffl) 
Snipp'd off ^her Aovtt Mr. SaHpsov'^ C9Sk^ 
Who well repaid the thrinoius of the bear^i 
By pulling down ^ houfe about their ears. 

Pro^gkus b th« ihabe aroundl 

Still LoN9o« keeps <thank God) her ground ; 

Yet, howth^ Ejechavob and Coffbe-houses ring!. 

Nothingis heard but F«ti£-r and die King: 

The htmifeitic bsilr-maid& flare, as mute as fi^tes ; 

And fidlow waiters, frighten'd, drop their diihes ! 

At firft 'twas thought the triumph of the Jews 

Oh fome great vift^ in thte boxittg way ; 
Thenews^ the vey anti-chrifthin news^ 
. Of IsaAgrfs^mko* 'hairins won the day ; 
And HuMPHRi^ a true Chrifban boxer, beat^ 
Enough to give aU. Christendom a fweat. 

Mm A Apia 
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Again, 'twas thought great news of the Grand Turk," 
Who on his hands hath got feme ferious work : 

*Twas fancied be had loft the day ; 
That ev*ry MuiTuknan was kiil*d in battle, 
A fate moft proper for fuch heathen cattle. 

Who do not pray to God our way. 

"But, lo ! unto the lofty flcies. 

Of found this wonderful afceniion. 
Doth verily, my Liege, • from this arife ; 

That you have giv'n the gentle Bard a penfion ! 

Great is the fhout indeed. Sir, all abroad. 

That you have order'd me this handfome thing ; 

On which, with lifted ^es, I've faid, '* Good God ! 
** Though great my merits,; yet how great the King !^' 

And yet, believe me, Sir, I lately heard, 

That all your d^ors were<k)i|blyi6ck'd and barr'd 

Agaipft th^ Poet, for his tuneful art ; 
And that the tall, ftifF, ftately'red machines, 
Your grenadiers, the guards of Kings and Queens, 

Were order'd all to ftab me to ihe heart : 

That, if to houi^ of Buckingham I came. 

Commands fo dresid weife jgiven to ^IVtiftrds. Bi^iioG^ 

A comely,. fqUabbvj ftout, 4hYp:^handcd ilame,. 
To box the Poet'^ ears, and pull his wig; 

The cooks to fpit him*— curry him, the grooms ; 
- And kitchen queens to bafte hiip with their brOoms* 

You^'rtf told that iri my ways Vm very evil ! 

So ugly I fit ta travel for a 'fho)v; , ;• '; 

And that I look all grimly, where . I go ! 

Juft like a devil I . • . .- . . .'• 

With horns, aud tails, and hoo£s,'that miikc tolks fiart. 
And in my breaft a millftone for a heart I ; > 

This Cometh from a certain painter,* Sire: ' *" 
Bid ftory-moufing Nicolay inquire; ' 

Your 
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Your Page, your Mercury, with cunning eyes ; 
Who, jumping at each found, fo eager opes 
His pretty wither'd pair of Chinefi cnops, . 

Like a Dutch dog that leaps at butteriiies. 
He, Si KB, will locuc me o'er, and will not fail 
To fwear that I've no horns, nor hoo&, nor tail. 

Lord ! Lord ! thefe fayings grieve me and furprlfe ! 
Dr^ad Sir, don't fee withother peop!e\s eyes — 

No dev'I am I, with horns, and tail and hooft : 
As for the likenefs of my heart to flone ; 
No, Sir, 'tis full as tender as your own : ^ 

Accept, my Liege, fome fimple love-fick proofs* 



For CYNTHIA. 

AH r tell me no more, my dear girl, with a figh^ 
That a cokinefs will creep o'er Jtiy heart ; 

That a fullen indifF'rence will dwell on my e^e, * 
When thy beauty begins to departs 

Shall tiiy graces, O C^irTKi^t ^^ gladden tny day^ 

And brighten the gloom of the night, 
Till life be extinguifh'd, from memory flray, 

Which it ought to review wkh delight I 

Upbraiding, ifhall GRATrTtiDE fay with a tear,. 

*' Tliat no longer I think of thofe charms 
* Which jrave to my bofom fuch rapture fincere^ 

^ And laded at length in.* my arras ?^* 

Why yesi it may happen, thou Damfd divine \. 

To be honefl — I freely declare. 
That e'en norj} to thy ccnver/e fo mneh I incline^ 

i already f of get thou art fair. 



Mm j , To 
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To LAURA. 

HO\y happy was my mom of love, 
When nril thy beauty won my heart ? 

How guiltlefs of a wifli to rove ! 
I deem'd it more than death to part ! 

Whene'er from fiee I chanc'd to ftray. 
How fancy dwelt upon thy meinj 

That fpread with flow*rs my diftant way. 
And ihow'r'd delight on every fcene \ 

But Fortune, envious of my joys. 
Hath robb'd a lover of- thy charms ; 

From me thy fwcetfeft fmile decoys. 
And gives thee to another's arm^* 

Yet, though mjf tears are. doom'd to flow. 
May tears be never Laur a^s lot ! " 

Let Love proted fky heart from woe ; 
His wound to mine ihall be forgot. 



HYMN TO MODESTY. 

O! Modesty, thou fhy and blufhful maid 

Don't of a fimple llicpherd be afraid :. 

Wert thou tny lamb, with fweeteft grafs I'd treat thee ; 

I am no wolf fo favage that would eat thee : 

Then hade with me, O nymph, to dwell, 

And give a goddefs to my cell. 

Thy fragrant breaft, like Alpine fnows fo white, . 

Where all the neftling Loves delight to lie ; 
Thine eyes fo foft, that flied the milder light 

Of Night's jwJe wand'rer o'er her cloudlefs iky, 

O nymph, 
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O nymph, my panting, wifhing bolbm warm, . 
And beam around me, what a world of charm ! 
* Then hafte with me, O nymph, to dwell. 
And give a^goddefs to .my cell. . • ; 

Thy flaxen ringlets, that luxuriant fpread, 

And hide thy bofom with an envious (hade ; 

Thy polifh'^ cheek fo dimpled, where the rofe 

In all the bloom of ripening fummer blows ; 

Thy lufcious lips that heav'nly dreams infpire, ' 

By beauty formed, and Joaded with de/ire ; 

With forrc/w, and with wonder, lo/ Ifet , 

(What melting treafures S) thrown away on l^ee^. 

Then hafte with me, O nymphj to dwell, 

And give a goddefs to my cell. 

Thou knoweft not that bofom's fair dciign ; 
And for thofe two pouring lips ^dhrine. 

Thou think*ft them form'd alone for fimple chat— - 
To. bill fo happy with thy fev'rite dove. 
And play fill force, with Iwcetly fondling love, 
Their kifles on a lap-dog or a cat. 
Then hafte with me, metk maid, to dwell. 
And give a goddefs to my cell. 

Such thoughts thy fwcet iimplicity produces ! . 
But I can point out hx fu^lim^ ufes ; 
Ufcs the very beft of men efteem — 
Of which thine innocence did never dream ? . 
Then hafte with me, meek maid, to dwell> 
. And give a goddefs to my cell. 

Oh! fly from Impudenck, the brazen rogne, 
Whofe flippant tongue hath got the IriOi brogue : 
Whpfe hands would pluck thee like the faireft flow'r^ 
Thy cheeks,, eyes, forehead, lips and neck devour: 

Shun, fiiun that Caliban, and with me dwell i . 

Then come, and give a goddefs to my cell. 

The world, O Ample maid, is fijU of art. 

Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread thy heart, 

DidiS 
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Diclft thou perceive but half the foares 
The Dev*l for charms like thine prepares t 

Then hafbe, O nymph, with me to awell^ 

And give a goddefs to my ceil. 

From mom to eve my kifs of Ipeechlefs love^ 
Thy eyes' mild beam and bluihes lliall improve; 
And, lo. I from oi^r fo innocen embrace. 
Young MoD£6Ti£8 ihall fpring, a numerous race! 

The bluftiing girk in ev'ry thing; like thee^ 
The bafhful b^s prctfiigioufly like me! 

Then hafte; with me, O. nymph, to dwellj^ 

And g^ve a goddefs to my celL 



1*1^ 



IS not this pretty, Sir? can aught be fweeter f 

Inftead ot that vile ap()elUtion, Devil, 
. So blackguard, fo unfriendly, and uncivil^ 
Should not I be baptiz'd the gmtle Peter ? 

Great is the bu» a^out the Court, 

As at th' ExchaogB^ where Jews, Turks, Ghiifiiaiis 
meet. 
Or Smithfield Fair, where beafts of ev'ry fort, 

Figs, fhec^ men, bullocks, ail fo friendly greet. 

Bufy indeed is mJiny a fly court leech \ 

Afraid to truft each other with a fpecch— 

In hems, and hahs, and half-words, hinting \ 

Some whifp'ring, lift'ning, tip-toe walking, fquinting j . 

For, lo ! fo warily each courtier fpeaks, 

They fcem to talk with halters round their necks. 

Some praife the King for nobleneis of fpirit, 
For ever ftudying how to find out merit; 

WUIft 
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Whilft from. Its box the heatt doth flily peep, 
And afks the tongue with marv'hng eyes. 

How it caa dare to tell a heap. 

Of fuch unconfcionable, bare-£ac'd lies ? ' 

** How are the mighty falPn I" the people cry-^ 

Meaning ME-7- 
" Another hog of Epicurus' 'ftve; 

" This vile appftate bends to Baal the kne« ; ^ 
•* Lo, for a little meat and guzzle, 
. " This fneaking cur, too, takes the muzzle. 

" In lyric fcaudal foon will be a chafro, 

" He wrote for bribes, 'tis plain, and now he has *cm. 

** This nighty war-iiorfe will befbon in Jiand, 

** By means of meat, the price of venal notes, 
** Calm as a hackney coach-hdrfb on his (land, 

** Toffing about his nofe-bag and hi^ oats, 

^* Whatever he hath feid, he dares irarlay, 

** In native impudence fo rich— 
** Explain the plameft things away, . ' 

" And call his Mufe a forward b ; 

*' Treat fire of friendly promifes as fmoke, 
** And laugh at truth and honour as a joke.^ 

Such, Sir, is your good people's conftant howl, 

As thick as fmall birds peflering a poor owl. 

In vain I tell the world around, ^ . ^, 

That I have not ^ p^nfip^ founcji i ■ , 

This fpeech of fimple truth the .rngb' enrages ; 
** Pete*, thiif is an arrant lie — . '. ] , -. . ^ 

*' The fa^ is clear^ .too^cles^T)" they pry — 3 

" iTihpUj hail ^already/ t9uch'd a quarter's wages. - 

" Varlet, it always was thy vile. intention j 

" Thou haft;* thou haft,' thou liar ! got i penCon/' 

•• Still, 
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Still, to fupport my innocence, IVe Bad^ 
Moil finfully, I own—** I han% by G— :'* 
- Yet, bad I fworn my eyes out of xny bead. 
They never had b«Uev'<lAHow vafily odd ! 

The morning and the evening papers, 
Struck by the found, are in tne vapoirrs, 

And mourn and dro<^, to think I'm dead. 
Stunn'd by the uncxpcfted news, 
The Magazines and fage Reviews, 

For grief csiA fcarcely lift the head. 

" Nothing but poor, mechanic ftuff," they cry, 
*^ Shall now be quoted for th.e pubHc eye }— • 

*♦ Nothing original in fong— 
^ No novelty of images nnd ^ng^ 
<< Before mrl&ir tribunal ftall be bmug^tl 

^ But urUSftg tranfpa£tiom of onrtaagaei 

•* Nought but a folemn pomp of v/ords, 

** Bearing a l^Ble&tkmght, ibaH readers: oietf^ . 
The picture of a funeral that affords, 

" So folemn marching through the ftariqg ftreet ; 
^ Where fiags, and horfe^ anci foot, a (bnow apc^ 
** With all the dread difniiity of cra^ 
" Near the poor corpie-^pcriaps a puny bra^ 
** Or dryoldnwid, a? meagre as a cat." 

No, Sir, you never ofer^d me a penfion ; 
'But then I guefs it is your kind intention ? . . 
Yes, Sir, ypumeanafmall ilmrevr ' to profiltlr; 
But give me leave. Sir, Co decKae the ofi^. 

I'm much obliged t'ye. Sir, for your good wfll j 

But Oratorios have half undone ye : 
»Tis wWfper'd, too, liiat thieves have rdbb'tl the dttv^ 

Which kept your milk and butter money. 

So much with wifiJom fa vin^ are you taken, . 
Pniry and Covent*Gardealeem fbriakea t 



Sioce 
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Since cofi attendeth thpfe theatric bordars. 
Content you go to Richmond Hou&e mth orders, 

Form*d to delight all eyes, all hearts ehgagp, 
When lately the fweet Princess* came of age,' 
Train-oil, mftead of wax, was bid illume 
The goodly company and dancing-room ! 
This never had been done, I'rti very fure, 
Had not you been, dread Sir, extremely poor. 

You now want guineas to buy live (lock. Sir, 
To graze your Windfor hill and \Vindfor vale ; 

And farmers will not let their tattle ftir, 
Until the money's down upon tlie hail. 

I'm told your (heep have dy'd by dogs and bitches. 
And that your fowls have lufFcr'd hy the fitchews ; 
And that your man*traps, guards of goofe and duck. 
And cocks and hens, have had but fo-fo luck : 
Scarce fifty rogues, in chafe of fowls and eggs, 
Have in thofe loving engines left their legs.^ 

The bulfe. Sir, on a vifit to the TowV, 
Howe'er the royal viiage may look four, 
However an object of a deep devotion, 
Muft crofs once more the eaflern ocean ! 

Indeed I hope the diamonds will be o/f^ 

Or fcandal on us rolls in floods : 
Some Nabob may be vile enough 

To bring an action for ftoPn goods : 
An aflion, to fpeak lawyer-like, of trover 5 
And Heav'n forbid it fhould conrc over ! 

For money matters, I am fure, 

The Abbey mule was put off; - 
Becaufe the royal purfe is poor, 

Plagu'd with a dry confumptive cough : 
Yet in full health again that purfe may fiot, 
By God's gface, and a flcim»milk diet. 



* Princefs Royal. 
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Clofe as a vice behold the jiation*s fifl ! 
Vain would be mouths made up for CivH Lifl^ 
And humble pray*rs, fo very ftalcj 
Will all be called an old wife's tale. 

Your faithfiil Commons to your craviags 
Will not give up the nation's favings : 
Your fav'rite minifter, I'm told, nms refiiff^^ ] 
And growls at fuch petitions likq a mail iff. 

What if /«y good friend Hastings goes to pot? 

Adams and Ans^Ruther have flung hard ftones ; 
He finds his Situation ES^ther hot : 

BuRK^, Fox, and Sheridan, may break his bones. 

As furely as we faw and felt the bulfe^ 
Haftings hath got a very awkward pulfe f 

Therefore in jeopardy the culprit Hands ! 
Like patients whofe diforders doctors flight 
Too often, he may bid us all good night ; 

And flip, poor man, between our hands. 

Then, Sir ! oh ! then, as long as life endures, 
Nought but remembrance of the bulfe is ours ; 
And to a flomach that Hke ours digefts, 
Slight is the dinner on remembered feafts. 

I think we cafes under fland, and ken 
Symptoms as well as mofi ingenious men ; 
But, Lord ! how oft the wifefl are miflaken ! 
Therefore I tremble for his badger'd bacon. 

We may be «//, with all our fkill fo clever ; 
^nd what we think an ague, '^tovt jail-fever, 

Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, the King, 
As facred hifl'ries fweetly fing, 
Was on all fours turn'd out to grafs, 
Jufl like a horfe, or mule, or afs ; 

Heav'ns! 
I 
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Heav'As! what a iall from kingly glory ! 
X hope it will not fo turn out 
That we ftiall have (to niake a rout) 
. A fecond part of that ol^ ftory ! 

^. ■■ . _ 

This penfion vtzs well meant, O ^l(>riou$ Kiog^ 
And tor the bard a vcrjr pretty thing ; 
But let me, Sir, refiifc it, I implore— 
/ought not to be ri^h whnl&you are poor: 
No, Sir ! I dmnot be your humble hack ; 
I fcss your Majefiy would break my back. 

I dare refufe you ifor another reafon— 

We diflFcr in religion. Sir, a deal ; 
You fancy it a fin ally^d to treafon. 

And' vaftly dangerous to the commonwed. 
For fiibjedts, minuets and jigs to play 
. On the Lord's day. 

Now, Sir, I'm very fond of fiddling; 

And, in my morals, what the world calls middling ? 

I'veafk'd of Cons cience, who came ilrait from Hear'n, 

Whether I fiood a chance to be forgiv'n. 

If on a Sunday, from all fcruples free, 

I fcrapM the old Black Joke and C/i£r€ Amie f 

** Poh! blockhead" (anfwer'dCoNsciEircE) know, 
**- God never againft mufic made a rule ; 

^ On Sund^s you may fafely take your bow-*- 
** And play as weU the fiddle as the fooL" , 

Alate Archbisitop,* too, O King, 
Who knew moft fecrets of the fkies, 
. Said, Heav'n on Sundays relifh'd pipe and ftfingi 

Where founds on founds unceafing rife ; 
And afk'd, as Sunday had its mufic tnere^ - 
Whj^ Sunday fliould not have its mufic here f 

^' ComwalUs. 

Vti,. I, N a i% 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



(4!0 i»ETK&'s p«Nsroir. 

In confcquence of this divine opmioo, 

That pR i N c E of P A R s o N s in vottr great domrui^m'* 

Informed his fafliimiaWe wife, 
That (lie might have her Sunday fotlts and cards^ 
And meet at la ft with Heav'n's rewards, 

When Death (liotild take Ifter precious life. 

Thus dropping pious ^ualm!;^ religious donbts. 
His Lady did ex^oy bcr Sunday routs ! 
Upon Good-FAidat> too, that aztfui-dsy^ 
Lo! like V A uticH A LLy was Lambeth ail & gay! 

Now if his prefent * Grace^ with (harpea'd c)'es. 

Could fquint a little deeper in the ikies. 

He might be able to inform bis DaMk 

Of two impoftol-s, pVhaps, call'd SiN and SHAntSy 

Wiio many a pleaUire from our grafp remove, 

Pretending to commiffions from a6o%fe* 

Like this, a fecret, cmdd his Grace explore^ 
What a proud day for Vs and Mistress Moore ! 
For, lo ! two greater foes we cannot name 
To this world*s joys, tlian Mejfieurs^iri and Sh amr* 

Then might. we think ho mofe of pt^ile'afld pwy'i; 

But leave at will our Maker in the Kirch; 
Sleep, racket, lie ^ bed, or take the air, , ^ 

Ahd order ou/j and hats t« go to thurclL ' . 

Sunday, llkfe other Jays, would then h&ve life ; 

Now prim, and ftsfrch, and filent, as a Quakef \ 
And gloomy in her looks^ as if the wife 

Or widow of an Unp«rtakbr. 

Happy Aoutd I have been, my Liege, 
So great a Moiiarth to obK^e * * * . 

And, Sir, betwfcfch you, and the poft, ' 

And me, yoii dont know s^hsi yo\iVe foft. 

♦ JDV, Mdorc. 

•- ''' The 
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The iofs of me^ fo great a Bard, 
Is hot, O King ! to be repaired. 
My verfe, fuperior to the hardeft rock,' 

Nor earthquake fears, nor fea, nor fire ; 
Surpafling, therefore, Miftrefs D a m e r's block, 
- That boafts fome little likenefs of you. Sire. 
That block, fo pond'rous, mu ft with age decay, 
And all the lines of wifdonn wear away s 
I grant the Lady's loyalty and love: 
Yet, " none but Phidi a s fhould attempt a Jo v e."% 

The Macedonian Hero grac'd the ftonc 

Of fani'd Praxiteles alone; 
Forbidding others to attempt his nob, 
It was fo great and difficult a job. 

Augustus ^ore an oath (9 dfead, • 
He'^ cut off any ppet*s Head, 

But Vi R G 1 1,'s, that fliould dajre his praife rehearfe. 
Or mention ey*n his name in verfe. 
Then, Sir, if J may be a little free. 
My art would fuit your iqprits to a T. 

Lord! in myiadla«iantiiielays 

Your virtues would like iwj^iw blaie ; 

So firm your tuneful jeweller would ftt 'eoi, 

They'd break the teeth of Tf me to eat 'em. 

Wrapp'd in the ^endor of my golden line^ 

For ever w<juld your Majefiy be fine ; 

Appear a gthtleman of 4dk repute. 

And always glitter in a birtiwny ftik. . . \ 

Ti»n td aililories wovid I give the lie, -• *• 

That dar'd attack you, and your fame devour j 

Making a £l«tg a ninepin in our <rye. 

Who oHght iike £gm's pyraimijs to tow 'r ^ 

Such as the following rable, for example j 

Of impudence, unprecedented femple ! 

N n a ^ TH« 
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THE ROYAL SHEEP. 

-SOME time ago a dozen lambs^ 
Two reverend patriarchal rams,. 
And one good motlieriy old ewe, 
Died on a fudden down at K&w ; 

Where^ with the fweetefl innocence, alas ! 

Thofe pretty, inofFenfive lambv 

And rev'jend horned patriarchal rams, 
And motherly old ew,e, were nibbling grafs ; 
All> the fair property of our ^reat King, 
Whofe deaths did much the Royal bofom wring : 
*Twas faid that dogs bad tickled them to death ; 
Play 'd with their gentle throats, and ftopp*d their breath. - 

Like Homer's heroes on th' cnfanguin'd plain, 
Sialk'd MisTEte Roj^nbok * around the-flain ! - 

And never was more frightened in his life ! 
So4hock'd was JMistek Robinson's whole face. 
Not Wronger horrors could have taken place. 

Had Cb&be&us deyourkl his wife ! 

With wild, defpairing looks, .and iighs. 
And wet and pity-alKing eyes, 
He, trembling, to the^royal prefenccTcntur^d— • 
White as the whiteft napkin when he enter'd i 
White as the man who fought King Priam's bed. 
Android him that his warlike fon was dead. 

•• ON pl^fe your Majefty" — ^he, blubb'ritig, cry'd^ 

And then ftopp'd fliort— 
*' Wh^t? what? what? what?" the flaring King replied; 
*« Speak, Robinibn, fpeak, fpeak — ^what, what's the 
« hurt?" 

* The Hind, 
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« O Sirer** faid Robi«foii ^ainr- 
** Speak,*' ^fsH the King, ^* piir» fwt me out of pain ; 
♦* Dpa'tt, doft't m this fo^nfe a bpdf k«p."— 
«* O Sire I" cry'd RoWtrfpnt " Aeih^i iim ibeep !'^ 

** What of the flieeiH^' (reply Vl the Kmg, ^^ prayv f>ray P^- 

" Dead! Robinfen, dead, xlead, aor fiMi away?" 

« Dead!" .anfwer'd aobiofoa— « d©d! deadl 4eadl 

**deadr 
Then,, like a du»opmg liiy, hung hif hssAl 

>» 

** How, how ?"jhe Monarch aflc'd, with vifage fad — 

** By dogs," bid Robiirfw^ ** and likely aiadP' 

**- No, no,- they can'l bie m^ they caa'-t bejuad— 

" No, no, things ar*n'^ fo had^ tWi^ ar'n't ib ^lad,'*' 

Rejoin '4 *th(j Kin^ : 
** Off- with them quick to market — quick, depart | 
" In with xhem, ift, im -with th^em in a cvt : . 
^ " Sell, feJJ iheip for -33 jcuuch as they M^ill bring."^ 

Now to Fleet MaWuet, 4mkig Ifte the wind, . 
Amidft the murder 'd mutton, rode the Hin !►,. 

All in the royal cart fo r^eat, 

^Ta try to fell die x^yal Jiaeat. 

The news of this rare batch of lamh5> 

And e^es and rams, 
Defigh'd far many a London dinnisr, 
Reach'd the fair ears of Mafter Sheriff SicTiiVfif^ 
Who, with'a hammer^ and a coufdeoics clear. 
Gets glory and ten thoufand poimds a y^ar.; 
And who, if things go tolerably fair. 
Will ri&4>se4ay prxxm lK>NeoiN'«|>r«)idiLoADMATjOJi» 

The Alderman was in his pulpit .Ihiniag, 

'Midft Gentlemen witih nightcaps, hair, ^Lod wiygs j 

In language moft rhetorical defining 
The .ik(4ng «ertf -^f « lot «f .p1g»s 

Nn3 ' Whov 
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When fuddenly the news was brought. 
That in Fleet Maritet were tinwholefonie iheep. 
Which made the Preacher from his pulpit leap, 

As iiimble as a taylor, or as thought. 

For juftic« panting, and unaw'd by fears, 

This King, this Emperor of Au6tionecrs 

Set ofl^a fiiriotis fece indeed he put on- 
Like lightning did he gallop up Cheapfide ! 
In thumJer down through Ludgate did he ride. 

To catch the man who fold this (ireadfiil jnutton. 

Now to Fleet Market, full of wrath, he camc^ 

And with the fpirit of an ancient Roman, 

Exceeded, I bdieve, by no man. 
The Alderman, fo virtuous, cry'd out " Shame !" 

" D — mme," to Robinson faid Mailer Skinner, 
.** Who on fuch mutton. Sir, can make a dinner?** 

" Y(?», if you pleafe," 
Cry'd Mr. Robinson, with pcrfeft eafe. ' 

** Sir!" quoth the red-hot Alderman again-— . ^ 
" yo»," quoth the Hind, in juft the fame cool ftraim 
** Off, off," cry'd Skinner, with your Carrion heap ; 
** Qijick, d — ^mme, take away your nafty fheep. 

" Whilff I command, not e'en the King 
" Shall fuA vile (luff to market bring, 
" And London flails fuch garbage put on ; 
" So take away your (linking mutton." 

** Yw," reply'd Robinson^ ^^you cry out ' fliame f*^ 
♦' You blaft the fheep, good Mafler Skinner, pray ;, 

** You give the harmlefs mutton a bad name I 
" Yoif impudently order it away ! 

** Sweet Mailer Ald e r m an, don't make this rout : 
** Clap on your fpedlaclcs upon your fnout j 

i . - "And 
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^ And Acn your keen» furveying eyes regale 

« With thofefanie fine large letters on the cart. ;. 

'* Which brought this blaftcd mutton here foriklc."-^ ' ' 
Poor Skinner read, and read it with a Jtart, 

Life Ham£ET, frighteii'd at his fether's ghoft. 
The Alderman flood flaring like a poft ; 
He faw G. R. infcrib'd, in han^fome letters, 
Which proved the flieep belong'd unto his betters. . 

The Alderman now turn'd to deep refle&ion ; 
And being blefl with proper recollection, 
Exclaim'a ! " I've made a great mii^ke— Oh ! lad— 
** The fheep are really not fo bad. 

*^ Dear Mifter Robinfon, I beg your pardon ; 
" Your Job-like patience Pve borne hard on. 
** Whoever fays the mutton is not good, 
** Knows nothing, Mifler Robinfon, of food i 

** I verily believe I could turn glutton, 
" On fuch neat, wholefome, pretty-looking mutton,. 
** Pray, Mifter Robinfon, the mutton fell — 
** I hope. Sir, that his Majefty is wdl.^ 

So faying, Mifler Robinson he quitted, , 

With cherubimic fmiles and placid brows,. 

For flich embarraffing occafionsj fitted — 
Adding juft fiye-ami-twenty humble bows. 

To work went Robinfon to fell the flieep ; 
But people would not buy, except dog^ cheap; 
At length the flieep were told— without the fleece % 
And brought King George juft half-a-crown apiece,. 

Now for the other fancy lying flor)', 

Made^ one would think, to tarnifli kingly glory.. 



7H> 
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. Tjiib K*»* and parson YOUNG. 

THE K**-* {God blcfs hioj) nict^ Parson YoutJ^ 
Walking on Windfor Terrace one £ur mornmg : 

Delightful was -the day; the fcent was itrong; 
A heavenlv day iat owling and for bpmii|g ! 

For tearing rarmers' hedges down— hallooings — 

Shouts, curii^ ofitiit^ and fiieh^ike pi^u^idoiiags. 

^* YoTnf<;/' cried the K***, « d'ye hunt, d'ye hunt 

" to-day? 
** Yes, yes— wliat, what? yfes^ yes, §ne,day, fine day.'* 

Low with a feVrent bow tfie Prieft repIyM, 
" Great King ! I reaily have no horte to ride \ 
** Nothing, O Monarch, but my foundci'd mare, 
** And Jhcy my Liege, as blind *s (he can itare." ' 

" No horfe ! xejoin*4 the K***, ao hoiie^ ap horfe V* 
** Indeed," theParfon added, ^ I have none: 

•* Nothing but poor old Dobbin — who of couHe 
" Is dangerous— 4>eing blinder tlutn a ftonc." 

** Blind, blind, Yovng? dcv^ nnod-**-you muft, nmft 

" go, 
^ Muft hunt, mull Irant, Voiiirfi<— Stay hdund?-^ii0^ 
" no." 

What pity, that the King, in his d\(cositk^ 
Fiwrgot to fey, *^ IH kad yc, Yov»g^ a hwrfe !** 

The K*** to Young behaving thus fo kind, 
Whate'er the danger, and however JnchaM, 

At home with j)9litefie Yowshg could not ftay : 
So up his Rev'rence got upon the mare, 
Refoiv'd the chace with Majesty tp fliare, 

Whate'er the danger? of the day. 

Rouz'd 
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j(6uz'd was the deer ! the King and Parson Young> 
- Castor and Pollux like, rode fide by fide; 
When, lo ! a ditch was to be fprung ! 

Overleaped George the Third with kingly pride-j 

Oyeriualp'd Ttnker^ Ttnvzer^ Rdckwoody Towler ; 
Over jump'd Mendall^ Brujkwood^ Jubal^ Jowler^ 
Trimbupi and Lightnings Mufic^ Rantor^ H^onder^ 

And fifty others with uieir mouths of thunder 

Great names ! whofe pedigrees, fd fair, ^ 
With thofe of Homer's heroes might compare. 

Thus gloridufly attended, Icap*d the King, 
By all thofe hounds attended with a fpring ! 
Not Cjbsar's felf a fiercer look put on, 
W^cn with his boft he pafs'd the Rubicon ! 

But wayward Fate the Parfon's palfrcy4iumbl«d, 

And gave the mare a fudden check : 
Unfortunately poor blind i>o^i/« ftumblcd. 

And broke his Reverence's neck. 

*t\\t MoN A Rc H, gaping, with amaze look'd round 

Upon his dead companion on the ground : 

" What,wbat?",he cry'd, " Young ^cad ! Young dcadl 

** Young dead ! 
** Humph ! lake him tip, and put him home to bed." 

Thus having finifiiM, with a cheerful face 
NiMROD the Second join'd the jovial chacc. 



A MORAL REFLECTION. 
••• 

FOOLS would have fl:opp*d when Parfon Youno w»s 
kilPd, 

And giv'n up ev'ry thought of hound and deer ; 
And, with a weaknefs, calPd Gompaffion, filW, 

Hid turn*d Samaritan^ and dropped a tear. 

&3t 
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But better far the Royal Sportfman kncvi^ ; 

He fmelt the confequence, beyond a dou'bt : 
Full well lie guefsM he fliould not have a view; 

Aad that he fhould be fliamefully thrown out. 

P'rhaps frorti the royal eye a tear might hop: 
Yet I'rges fwear they never faw it drop. 

But Majefty may fay : •* What, what, what's death ? 
•* Nought, nought, nought but a little lofs of breath.* 

To Parfon YotiKC 'twa« «w?, Tfn vtry elcar ; 
He loft by deatli fooae hundred ppunds a ye&r. 



A GREAT dfeal, my dear Liege, depends 
On having clever bards for friends i ^ 

What had AcWUes been* without his Homer ? 
A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber ; 
Fellows that have been dead a hundred ycajv 
None, but the J,ord, knows how or w^iere. 

In Poetr)'*s rich graft how vh-tiies thrive 1 - 
Some, when put in, fo lean, fcarce feeni alive ^. . 
And yet, fo fpcttlily a btilk obtain, 
That ev'nlheir owners know them not again* 

Could you, indeed, have gain'd my Mufe of fire. 
Great would your luck have been, indeed, great Sire ! 

Then had I prais'd your nobleuefs of fpirit; 
Then had I hJafted that myfel/^ 
Hi^h Peter, was the firft bleft, tuaAl elf, , 
, xou ever gave a ferthing to for mcark. 

Though money be a pretty liandy tool ; 
Of Mammon, lo 1 I fcorn to be' the fool ; 
If FoRTtJNE calls, flie*s welcome to my cot, 
Whether fiie leaves a guinea or a groat j 



For 
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Whether fhe brings me from the butcher's (hop 
The wAole (heq>, or a iimpla chop. 
For, lol like Andrew Marvel f can dine, 
And deem a mutton-bone extremely fine : 
Then, Sir, how diffic\ilt the tafk, you' fee, 
To bribe a moderate GRWTLEMANiike'wif. 

I will not fwetf, pcinf hlank^ 1 fliall not alter— ' 
A ♦ Saint, my namcfake, once was known'td feulter. 

Nay more — f<»?je clavef men in Oppofitten, , 

Whofe fouls did really feem in good -condition ; 

Who made oi Pitt fuch horrible conaplaint, 
And damn'd him for the worft of knaves ; 
Alter'd their minds — ^became Pitt's abjedl flares, " 

And publiih'd their new Matron for a Saint* 

Apd who is there that may not change his miiid ? 

Where can you folks of that defcription find 

Who will not fell their fouls for cafh, 

That moft angelic, diabolic tralli ? 

E'en grave Divines fubmit to glitt'ring gold ; 

The beft of confciences are bought and fold : 

As Ln a tale I'll fliow, moft edifying. 

And prove to all the world, that I'm not lying. 



THE PAllSON, THE 'SQUIR£, AND THE 
SPANIE-L^ 

A TALK. 

A GENTLEMAN poflcfs'd a fev'rite fpaiwl, 
So good, he never tccated man nor maid ilL:: 
This dog, of whom we cannot too much fay, 
Got from his go4fatiier the name of Tray. 

* The ftory of Saint Peter and tJicCock is uiiivcrfally known. 
; After 
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After tctt years of fenrice juft, 

Tray, like the race of mortals, fought the duft ; 

That is toiayj the fpaniel dy'd : 
A cofHn then was order'd to be made^ 
The dog was in the churchyard laid, 

And o'er his pale remains the mafter cry'd. 

Lamenting much his tnifty fiir-clad friend. 
And willing to commemorate his end. 
He raisM a finall blue {lone, juft after burial, 
And weeping, wrote on it this fweet niiemorial : 

TRAY'S EPITAPH. 

HERE rcfts the relics of a friend below, 
Bleft with more fenfc than half the folks I know : 
Fond of his eaie, and to no parties prone, 
He damned no. re<fl, but calmly khaw'd his bone ; 
Performed his functions well in ev'ry way.- — 
Biuft), Christians, if you can, and copy Tray. 



THE Curate of the Httntingtonian Band, 
Rare breed of gofpel hawks that fcour the land, 
And fierce on fins their quarry fall — 
Thofe locufts that would eat us all : 

Men who, with new-invented patent eyes, 
See Heav'n and all the ahgels in the fkies. 
As plain as, in the box or Showman Swiss, 
For little Mafter made, and curious Mifa, 
We fee with huge delight the King oi France 
With all his Lords and Ladies dance^— > 

This Curate heard th' affair with deep emotion, 
And thus exclaim'd, with infinite devotion : 
*< O Lord ! O Lord ! O Lord ! O LordI 
** Fine doings thefe, upon my word ! 

« Tkia^ 
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«« What wm become of tli^ihMiilMkin^iMM? 
^ How rkMf Aflslr t ff%ttB Afer^ to fh^ iff^ 
•« And then toSMin IWCKrfr^Uift^MhiM'd! 

^ OH! hyt\nsimi»F94t^koWlmhMfi^ 
^ A ^^ In Chriftian ground be bQried ! 

«• And have an epiwph, fhftddtl^ focMlj 
^ Egad ! old maids WiU pt^fehtl^ be ibtlitd 
** Ckpping thefr cted tdnf-cttti ift fi6ly; ^otiAtl, 

*« And writing ^rf« ott «adi niduflhg ^al'^ 

Againft fuch feWfi? difurff;^ pWifiAfcg, 

ife Pricft iatoflF, iike Homer's Neptune, ftriding. 

Vowing to pnt the cy l |M rit in th e Court : 
He found Mm at the fpaniel's humble grave ; 
Not praying, neither fineine of a ftave : 

And th^s began e^AjfS k]ihv=4i0if^4Ji^r 

« Son of the IWV i*»«Chrfl fhbtt &5etf 
** Noujghf ft* fteiiffioii can atone. 

^ J ihould rib« #oflde^ if the gf^f- AH-^iflP 
«" Quick dartftd d6Wft His ir^totlr^ sB flF ^^ 
«' AmT ddlh^d to eMh that ^it$tch«d \gsil^ 

*♦ Which darM fo foul, fo bafe an ad devifc. 

« Burjr a dor like Chrifiianfolk t 

« NonebnttSeffemfofdaykiifefe'cMdj^cyvoktf 

** A man to perjpetrsfttf a ddecf fo- odd : 
** Oiv Inquifition foon tR^ tid^ ^tt IVdar, 
** And quickff yotii^ f?hfe fleece" fhalt^ fcefer^' 

" Why, fuch a* villain can't fedi^veirfCb*//** 

** Softly ! my rev*rchd Sir," the 'Squire reply'd ; 
•^ Tray was as good a ^bo^ as e^er' dy'd ; 
•* No education colild his morals mehd : 

« And whic, pfcfbq(«^ Sij^, ytoii' may douW, 

** Before his lamp of life #^t oiit, 
« He order'd you a legacyi n^ fi^ett*'' 

Vo^. L O o « Did 
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« Did he ! poor d^ !'; the ibften'd Prieft rcjoiii'd, 
In tccents pidrol and kind ; . ^^ 

•* What ! was it Traj^ / I'm fony for poor Tray : 

** Whv truly, dogs of fuch rare merits 

^ Such real noblenefs of fpirit, 
^ Should not like common dogs be pat away. 

•*^Well ! prajr what was it that he gave, 
•* Poor fellow ! ere be fbueht the grave ? 

** I guels I may put confidence, Sir, in ye." 
** A piece of gol4'' thegentleman reply'd. - 
« I'm much oblig'd to Tray," the Parion ciy'd ; 

So left God's cau/e^ and pocketed the guinea. 



YET, fliould I imitate the fickle wind, 

Or Mifkcr patriot Eden — c^an^e /wy mitt J: 

And for the Bard your Maje% (hould fend^ 

And iky, ** Well weU, well well, my tuneful friend, 

'* I long, I long^ to give you fomething, Pbter ; 

" You make fine verfes — nothing'can fc^ fweetcr : 

*' What wiU you have? what^ what? fpeak out^-fpeak 

** out— 
^ Yes, yes, you fomething want, no doubt, no doubt." 

Or (hould you like fome men who gravely preaCh, 

Forfake your ufual fhort-hand mo^e of fpeech. 

And thus begin, in bible-phrafe fublime : 

^* What ihali be done for our rare Son of IRhimt^ 

**. The Bard who full of wifdom writeth, 

" The man in whom the King delighteth /*" 

Then would the Poet thankfully reply, 

With fauh'ring voice, low bow, and marv 'ling w, 

Allmeeknels! fuchafimple, dove-like thing f 
<* Blefl be the Bard who verfes can indite 
** Toyield z/ecoud Solomon delieht 1 , 

•• . Thrice bleft, who findeth favour with the King ! 

3 **^iocc 
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♦* Since *6s the Royal Will to give the Bard 
** In whohi the King delightetb, fpme reward, 
" Some mark of Royal Bounty to reauite him j 
** O King } do any thing but intuit nim.*' 
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